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This could have occurred nowhere but in Eng- ■ 
land, where men and sea interpenetrate, so to 
speak—the sea entering into the life of most men, 
and the men knowing something or everything 
about the sea, in the way of amusement, of travel, 
or of bread-winning. 

We were sitting round a mahogany table that 

reflected the bottle, the clare^-glasses, and our 

faces as we leaned on our elbows. The're was a 

director of companies, an accountant, a lawyer, 

Marlow, and myself. The director had been a 

Conway boy, the accountant had served four 

years at sea, the law 7 er—a fine crusted Tory-, 

High Churchman, the best of old fellows, the so'ui 

of honour—had been chief officer in the P. & 0. 

service in the good pld days when mail-boats 

were square-rigged at least on two masts, and 

used to come down the Cliina Sea before a fttir 

monsoon with stun'-sails set alow and aloft. 

all began life in the merchant service. Between 

the five of us there was the strong bond of the sea, ' • 

and also the fellowship of the craft, which no ' 

amount of ent^usjasm for yachting, cruising, and 

.... . ^ 
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so on can give, since one is only the amusement 
of life and the other is life itself. 

Marlow (at least I think that is how he spelt 
his name) told the story, or rather the chronicle, 
of a voyage;— 

" Yes. I have seen a little of the Eastern seas; 
but what I remember best is my first voyage 
there. You fellows know there are those voyages 
that seem ordered for the illustration of life, that 
might stand for a symbol of existence. You fight. 
\v(»rk, sweat, nearly kill yourself, sometimes do 
kill yoursi'lf, trying to accomplish something— 
and you can't. Not from any fault of yours. You 
simply can do nothing, neither great nor little— 
not a thing in the world—not even marry an old 
maid, or g(.t a wrctclied Goo-ton cargo of coal to 
its port of destination. 

"It was altogether a memorable affair. It was 
my first voyage to the East, and my first voyage 
^ 5 is second mate; it was also my^sldppcrs first 
command, \oull admit it was time. TTe^was 
sixty if a a little man. with a broad, not 
'^ry straight bajck, with bowed shoulders and one 
leg more fc^dy than the other, he had that queer 
twistcdjjP8«t appearance you see so often in men 
who in the fields. He had a nut-cracker 
chin and nose trying to come together over 
/ a sunken mouth—and it was framed in iron-grey 
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^SHgy.hair, that looked like a chin-str . i 

wool sprinkled will, coal-dust, .k„d he l ad ,i’u' 

like a boy s, mth that candid expression some 
quite common men preserve to the end of their 
days by a rare internal gift of simplicity of heart 

and recUtude of soul. What induLd hmi to aT 

crack Alls rahan clipper, where I had been third 

cracTdmtr" airejufe against 

saTd to me V high-toned. He 

have 0 work.’ I said I had to work in" ver! slu 
I had ever been in. ' Ah, but this is different 

and you gentlemen out of them big ships; . but 

ni dT J-'c^morre:: 

ago, and I was just twenty. How time paLs' 

Fan''^r happiest days of my life 

Fancy! Second mate for the first time-a'really 
responsible officer! I wouldn't have thrown up 
my new billet for a fortune. The mate looked me 
over carefully. He was also an old chap, but of 
another stamp. He had a Roman nose, a snow- 
white, long beard, and his name was Mahon, but 
e msisted that it should be pronounced Mann 
He was weU connected; yet there was something 
wrong wth his luck, and he had never got on. ^ 
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“As to the captain, he had been for years in 
coasters, then in the Mediterranean, and last m 
the West Indian trade. He had never been round 
the Capes. He could just wTite a kind of sketchy 
hand, and didn’t care for writing at all. Both 
were thorough good seamen of course, and 
between those two old chaps I felt like a small 

boy between two grandfathers. 

“ The ship also was old. Her name was the 

]udca. Queer name, isn't it? She belonged to a 

man Wilmcr. Wilcox—some name like that; but 
he has been bankrupt and dead these twenty 
years or more, and his name don t matter. She 
had been laid up in Shadwell Basin for ever so 
long. You may imagine her state. Sh e wa s all 
^st. d ust.. grime-:rSOot aloft, dirt on 4 cck. To 
me it w'as like coming out of a palace into a 
ruined cottage. She was about 400 tons, had a 
primitive windlass, wooden latches to the doors, 
not a bit of brass about her, and a big square 
There was on it, below her name in big 
letters, a lot of scrollwork, \nth the gilt off, and 
some sort of a coat of arms, ^vith the motto ^0 
or Die ’ underneath. I remember it took nw 
fancy immensely. \There was a touch of roirianre 
in it, something that made me love the old thing 
—something that appealed to my youth I 

*' We left London in ballast—sand ballast— 


YOUTH 


13 

to load a cargo of coal in a northern port for 
Bankok. Bankok! I thrilled. I had been six- 
years at sea, but had only seen Melbourne and 

Sydney, very good places, channing places in 
their way—but Bankok! 

We worked out of the Thames under canvas, 
with a North Sea pilot on board. His name was 
Jermyn, and he dodged all day long about the 
galley drying his handkerchief before the stove. 
Apparently he never slept. He was a dismal man, 
with a perp^ual tear sparkling at tlic'end" of his 
nose, who either had been in troubfe, or was in 
trouble, or e.xpected to be in trouble—couldn't 
be happy unless something went wrong. He mis¬ 
trusted my youth, my common-sense, and my 
seamanship, and made a point of showing it in 
a hundred little ways. I dare say he was right. 
It seems to me I knew very little then, and I 
know not much more now; but I cherish a hate 
for thatjermyn to this day. 

" W'e were a week working up as fat as Yar¬ 
mouth Roads, and then we got into a gale—the 
famous October gale of twenty-two yeatv^o. It 
was wind, lightning, ^sle^t, snow, and a terrific 
sea. W’e were flying light, and you may imagine 
how bad it was when I tell you we had smashed 
bulwarks and a flooded deck. On the second 
night she shifted her ballast into the lee bow, and 
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by that time we had been blown off somewhere 
on the Dopger Bank. There was nothing for it 
but go below with shovels and try to right her, 
and there we were in that vast hold, gloomy like 
a cavern, the tallow dips stuck and flickering on 
the beams, the gale howling above, the ship 
tossing about like mad on her side; there we all 
were, Jermyn, the captain, every one, hardly 
able to keep our feet, engaged on that grave¬ 
digger's work, and trying to toss shovelfuls of 
wet sand up to windward. At ever^^ tumble of 
the ship you could see vaguely in the dim light 
men falling down with a great flourish of shovels 
One of the ship’s boys (we had two), impressed 
by the weirdness of the scene, wept as if his heart 
would break. We could hear him blubbering 
somewhere in the shadows. 

" On the third day the gale died out. and by- 
and-by a north-country tug picked us up. We 
took sixteen days in all to get from London to 
the Tyne! When we got into dock we had lost 
our turn for loading, and they hauled us off to a 
tier where we remained for a month. Mrs. Beard 
(the captain’s name was Beard) came from Col¬ 
chester to see the old man. She lived on board. 
The crew of runners had left, and there remained 
only the officers, one boy. and the steward, a 
mulatto who answered to the name of Abraliani. 
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Mrs. Beard was an old woman, with a face ail 
wrinkled and ruddy like a winter apple, and the 
figure of a young girl. She caught b-ight of me 
once, sewing on a button, and insisted on ha\'ing 
my shirts to repair. This was something different 
from the captains wives I had knowm on board 
crack clippers. \Vlien 1 brought her the sliirts, 
she said; ‘ And tliesc^ks? They want mending. 
I am sure, and John^s—Captain Beard's—tilings 
are all in order now'. I would be glad of some¬ 
thing to do.’ Bless the old woman! She over¬ 
hauled my outfit for me. and meantime I read 
for the first time Sartor Resartus and Burnaby’s 
Rtcic to Khiva. I didn't understand much of the 
first then; but I remember I preferred the soldier 
to the philosopher at the time; a preference 
which life has only confirmed. One was a man. 
and the other w-as either more—or less. However, 
they are both dead, and Mrs. Beard is dead, and 
youth, strength, genius, thoughts, achievements, 
simple hearts—all dies. . . . No matter. 

They loaded us at last. We sh ipped a crew. 
Eight able sc‘amen and two boys. We hauled oS 
one evening to the buoys at the dock-gates, ready 
to go out, and with a fair prospect of beginning 
the voyage next day. Mrs. Beard w'as to start 
for home by a late train. W'hen the ship w'as 
fast we went to tea. We sat rather silent through 
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the meal—Mahon, the old couple, and I. I 
finished first, and slipped away for a smoke, my 
cabin being in a deck-house just against the poop. 

It was high water, blowing fresh with a drizzle, 
the double dock-gates were opened, and the 
steam-colliers were going in and out in the dark¬ 
ness with their lights burning bright, a great 
plashing of propeUers, rattling of winches, and 
a lot of hailing on the pier-heads. I watched the 
procession of head-lights gliding high and of 
green lights gliding low in the night, when sud¬ 
denly a red gleam flashed at me, vanished, came 
into view again, and remained. The fore-end of 
a steamer loomed up close. I shouted down the 
cabin, ‘Come up, quick!’ and then heard a 
startled voice saying afar in the dark, ‘ Stop her. 
sir.’ bell jingled. Another voice cried warn- 
ingly, ' We are going right into that barque, sir. 
The answer to this was a gruff ‘ All right, and 
the next thing was a heavy crash as the steamer 
struck a glancing blow with the bluff of her bow 
about our fore-rigging. There was a moment of 
confusion, yelling, and running about. Steam 
roared. Then somebody was heard saying. All 
clear, sir.’ ... ‘ Are you aU right ? ’ asked the 
-ruff voice. I had jumped foi^vard to see the 
damage, and haded back, ' I think so.’ ‘ Ea^ 
astern,’ said the gruff voice. A bell ]mgled. 
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' What steamer is that ? ’ screamed Malioii. Bv 
that time she was no more to us than a bulky 
shadow mana-uvring a little way off. They 
shouted at us some name—a woman’s name, 
Miranda or Melissa—or some such thing. ' This 
means another month m this beastly hole,’ said 
Mahon to me, as we peered with lamps about the 
splintered bulwarks and broken braces. ‘ But 
where’s the captain? ’ 

\\ c had not heard or seen anything of him 
all that time. We went aft to look. doleful 
voice aro.se hailing somewhere in the middle of 
the dock, ’ Judea ahoy! ’ . . . How the deyil 
did he get there? . . . ‘ Hallo! ’ we shouted. ' I 
am adrift in our boat without oars,’ he cried. .A 
belated waterman offered his seryices. and .Mahon 
struck a bargain with him for half-a-crown to 
tow our skipper alongside; but it was Mrs. Beard 
that came up the ladder tirst. They had been 
floating about the dock in that mizzly cold rain 

for nearly an hour. I was never so surprised in 
my life. 

It appears that when he heard my shout 
‘ Come up ■ he understood at once what was the 
matter, caught up his wife, ran on deck, and 
across, and down into our boat, which was fast 
to the ladder. Not bad for a si.\ty-year-old. Just 
imagine that old fellow saving heroically in his 
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arms that old woman—the woman of his life. 
He set her down on a thwart, and was ready to 
climb back on board when the painter came 
adrift somehow, and away they went together. 
Of course in the confusion we did not hear him 
shouting. He looked abashed. She said cheer¬ 
fully, ' I suppose It does not matter my losing 
the train now? ' ' No. Jenny—you go below and 
get warm.' he growled. 1 hen to us: 'A sailor 
has no business with a wife—I say. There I w'as, 
out of the shii>. Well, no harm done this time. 
Let’s go and look at what that fool of a steamer 
smashed.’ 

■' It wasn’t much, but it delayed us three 
weeks. At the end of that time, the captain being 
engaged with his agents. I carried Mrs. Beard’s 
bag to the railway-station and put her all comfy 
into a third-class carriage. She lowered the 
window to say. ‘ You are a good young man. If 
you see Jolui — Captain Beard — without his 
inuftler at night, just remind him from me to 
keep his throat well wrapped up.' ‘ Certainly. 
Mrs. Beard.’ I said. ' You are a good young man; 
I noticed how attentive you are to Jolm—to Cap¬ 
tain-’ The traiapulied out suddenly: I took 

my cap off to the old woman: I never saw her 
again. . . . Pass the bottle. 

We went to sea next day. Wlien we made 
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that start for Bankok we had been already three 
months out of London. \\-e had ex,>ected o U I 
fortnight or so-at the outside. 

rr was beau- 

iful-the beautiful sunny winter weather that 

lias more cliarm than in the summer-time b,- 

? wL't -i*P. and ^.ou know 

like ^ godsend, hke an une.vpected piece of 

. lasted all down the North .Sea, all down 
annel, and it lasted till we were three hundred 
rniles or so to the westward of the Lizards- then 
he wind went round to the sou'west and began 
to pipe up. In two days it blew a gale. The 
Judea, hove to, wallowed on the Atlantic like an 
old candle-box. It blew day after day: it blew 
with spite, without interval, without mercy 
without rest. The world was nothing but an im¬ 
mensity of great foaming waves rushing at us 

the hand 

SDace"^'^ ^ the stormy 

space surrounding us there was as much flying 

pray as air. Day after day and night after nijhf 

there was nothing round the ship but the hLl 

of the tvmd, the tumult of the sea. the noise of 

water pouring over her deck. There was no rest 

for her and no rest for us. She tossed, she pitched 
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she stood on her head, she sat on her tail, she 
rolled, she groaned, and we had to hold on while 
on deck and clinp to oiir bunks when below, in a 
constant effort of body and worry of mind. 

Ont‘ night Mahon spoke through the small 
window of my berth. It oj^cned right into my 
very bed. and 1 was lying there sleepless, in my 
boots, feeling as though I had not slept for years, 
and could not if I tried. He said excitedly— 

■' ' You got the sounding-rod in here. Marlow? 

1 can't get the ])umps to suck. By God! it’s no 
child's play.!^ 

“ I ga\e him the sounding-rod and lay down 
again, trying to think of various things—but I 
thought only of the pumps. When 1 came on 
dock they were still at it, and my watch relieved 
at the pumps. By the light of the lantern brought 
on deck to examine the sounding-rod I caught a 
glimpst^ of their weary, serious faces. We pumped 
all the four hours. We pumped all night, all day. 
all the week—watch and watch. She was working 
luTSclf loose, and leaked badly—not enough to 
drown us at once, but enough to kill us with the 
work at the i>umps. And while we pumped the 
ship was going from us piecemeal: the bulwarks 
went, the stanchions were tom out. the venti¬ 
lators simished. the cabin-door burs t in . There 
\vlf?rnbr a drv spot in Ore shTpl^ She \vas being 
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gutted bit by bit. The long-boat ciiangoci, as if 
by magic, into matchwood, where she stood in 
her gripes. I had lashed her myself, and wa^ 
rather proud of my handiwork, which had with¬ 
stood so long the malice of the sea. And we 
pumped. And there was no break in the weather. 
The sea was white like a sheet of foam, like a 
caldron'of boiling milk; there was not a break 

in the clouds, no not the size of a man's hand_ 

no, not for so much as ten seconds. There was 
for us no sky, there were for us no stars, no sun. 
no universe—nothing but angry clouds and an 
infuriated sea. We pumped watch and watch, 
for dear life; and it seemed to last for months, 
for years, for all eternity, as though we had been 
dead and gone to a hell for sailors! We forgot the 
day of the week, the name of the month, what 
year it was, and whether we had ever been 
ashore. The sails blew away, she lay broadside 
on under a weather-cloth, the ocean poured over 
her, and \ic did not care. We turned those 
handles, and had the eyes of idiots. As soon as 
we had crawled on deck I used to take a round 
turn with a rope about the men, the pumps, and 
the mainmast, and we turned, we turned inces¬ 
santly, with the water to our waists, to our necks, 
over our heads. It was all one. We had forgotten 
how it felt to be dry. 
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“ And there was somewhere in me the thought: 
By Jove! this is tlie deuce of an adventure— 
sometliing you read about; and it is my first 
voyage as second mate—and I am only twenty 
—and here I am lasting it out as well as any of 
these men, and keeping my chaps up to the mark 
I was pleased, I would not have given up the 
experience for worlds. I had moments of exulta¬ 
tion. Whenever the old dismantled craft pitched 
heavily with her counter high in the air, she 
seemed to me to throw up, like an appeal, like a 
defiance, like a cry to the clouds without mercy, 
the words written on her stem: ' Judea. London, 

Do or Die. 

■' O youth! The strength it. the faith of it. 
the imagination of it I To me she was not an old 
rattle-trap carting about the world a lot of coal 
for a freight—to me she was the endeavour, the 
test the trial of life. I think of her with pleasure, 
with affection, with regret—as you would think 
of some one dead you have iov<A I shall never 

forget her. . . . Pass the bottlei^ 

'* One night when tied to the mast, as I ex¬ 
plained. we were pumping on^ deafened with the 
wind, and without spirit enough in us to wash 
ourselves dead, a heavy sea crashed aboard and 
swept clean over us. As soon as I got my breath 
1 shouted, as in duty bound. ‘ Keep on. boys! ' 
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when suddenly I felt sometliing hard floating on 
deck strike the calf of niy' leg. I made a grab at 
it and missed. It was so dark we could not see 
each other s faces within a foot—\'ou understand 

■' After that thump the shij) kept quiet for a 
while, and the thing, whatever it was, struck my 
leg again. This time I caught it—and it was a 
saucepaO" At first, being stupid with fatigue and 
tTuiiKing of nothing but the pumps, Pdid not 
understand what I had in my hand. Suddenly 
it dawned upon me, and I shouted, ' Boys, the 

house on deck is gone. Leave this, and let’s look 
for the cook.' 

“ There was a deck-house fonvard, which con¬ 
tained the galley, the cook's berth, and tin- 
quarters of the crew. As we had expected for 
days to see it swept away, the hands had been 
ordered to sleep in the cabin—the only safe place 
in the ship. The steward, Abraham, however, 
persisted in clinging to his berth, stupidly, like a 
mule from sheer fright I believe, like an animal 
that won t leave a stable falling in an earthquake. 
So we went to look for him. It was chancing 
death, since once out of our lashings we were as 
exposed as if on a raft. But we went. The house 
was shattered as if a shell had exploded inside. 

..-MosF of it had gone overboard—stove, men’s 
quarters, and their property, all was gone; but 
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two posts, holding a portion of the bulkhead to 
which Abraham's bunk was attached, remained 
as if by a miracle. We groped in the ruins and 
came upon this, and there he was. sitting in his 
bunk, surrounded by foam and wreckage, jab¬ 
bering cliecrfully to himself. He was out of his 
mind; completely and for ever mad, with this 
sudden shock coming upon the fag-end of his 
endurance. We snatched him up, lugged him 
aft. and pitched him head-first down the cabin 
companion. You under^tand there was no time 
to carry him down with infinite precautions and 
wait to see how he got on. Those below would 
pick him up at the bottom of the stairs all right. 
We were in a hurry tp^go back to the pumps. 
That business could not wait. A bad leak is an 
inlminan thing. A 

■' One would thmk that the Sole purpose of that 
fiendish gale had been to make a lunatic of that 
pour devil of a mulatto. It eased before morning, 
and next day the sky cleared, and as tlie sea went 
down the leak took up. When it came to bending 
a fresh set of sail> the crew demanded to put 
buck—and really there was nothing else to do. 
Boats gone, decks swept clean, cabin gutted, men 
without a ^titch but what they stood in, stores 
spoiled, ship strained. We put her head for home, 
and—would^^ou believe it? The wind came east 
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right in our teeth. It blew fre.sh, it blew rontmu- 
oubly. We had to beat up ever\' inch of the wav 
but she did not leak so badly, the water keeimn- 
comparatively smooth. Two hour>- pumping m 

every four is no joke—but it kept her afloat 
far as Falmouth. 

" The good peojile there live on casualties of 
the sea, and no doubt were glad to see us, A 
hungry crowd of shipwrights sharpened tluir 
chisels at the sight of that carcass of a ship. And, 
by Jove! they had pretty pickings off us before 
they were done. I fancy the owner was already 
m a tight place. There were delays. Then it was 
decided to take part of the cargo out and caulk 
her topsides. I his was done, the repairs finished, 
cargo reshipped; a new crew came on board and 
we went out—for Bankok. At the end of a week 
we were back again. The crew said they weren't 
going to Bankok—a hundred and fifty days’ 
passage in a something hooker that wanted 


pumping eight hours out of the twenty-four; 

and the nautical papers inserted again the little 

paragraph; ' Judea. Barque. Tyne to Bankok; 

coals, put back to Falmouth leaky and with 
crew refusing duty.’ __ 

" There were more delays—more tinkering. 
The owner came do^vn for a day, and said she was 
as right as a little fiddle. Poor old Captain Beard . 
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looked like the ghost of a Gcordie skipper— 
through the worry and humiliation of it. Re¬ 
member lie was sixty, and it was his first com¬ 
mand. Mahon said it was a foolish business, and 
would end badly. 1 loved the ship more than 
e\er. and wanted awfully to get to Bankok. To 
Hankok! Magic name, blessed name. Mesopo¬ 
tamia waMi t a patch on it. Remember I was 
twenty, and it was my first second-mate’s billet, 
and the East was waiting for me. 

■' We went out and anchored in the outer roads 
with a fresh crc%v—the third. She leaked worse 
than ever. It was as if those confounded ship¬ 
wrights had actually made a hole in her. This 
time we did not even go outside. The crew simply 
refused to man the windlass. 

■ rhey towed us back to the inner harbour, 
and we became a fixture, a feature, an institution 
of the place. People pointed us out to visitors 
as ‘ That ’ere barque that’s going to Bankok— 
has been here six months—put back three times.’ 
On holidays the small boys pulling about in boats 
would haii. ‘ Judea, ahoy! ’ and if a heatf-^howed 
above the rail shouted, ' Where you bound to?— 
Bankok? ’ and jeered. We were only three on 
board. The poor old skipper mooned in the cabirv 
Mahon undertook the cooking, and unexpectedly 
developed all a Frenchman’s genius for preparing 
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nice little messes. I looked languidly after the 
rigging. We became citizens of Falmouth. Kverv 

shopkeejX'r knew us. At the barber’s or tobacco¬ 
nist's they asked familiarly, ‘ Do you think you 
will ever get to Bankok? ’ Meantime the owner, 
the under\\Titers. and the charterers squabbled 
amongst themselves in London, and our pay went 
on. . . . Pass the bottle. 

“It was horrid. Morally it was worse than 
pumping for life. It seemed as though we had 
been forgotten by the world, belonged to nobody, 
would get nowhere; it seemed that, as if be¬ 
witched, we would have to live for ever and ever 
in that inner harbour, a derision and a byword 
to generations of long-shore loafers and dishonest 
boatmen. I obtained three months' pay and a 
five days' leave, and made a rush for London. 
It took me a day to get there and pretty well 
another to come back—but three months' pav 
went all the same. I don't know what I did witli 
it. I went to a music-hall, I believe, lunched, 
dined, and supped in a swell place in Regent 
Street, and was back to time, with nothing but 
a complete set of Byron’s works and a new rail¬ 
way mg to show for three months' work. The 
ioatman who pulled me off to the ship said: 

' Hallo! I thought you had left the old thing. 
She will never get to Bankok.’ * That's all you 
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know about it,’ I said scornfully—but I didn't 

like that prophecy at all. 

■■ Suddenly a man. some kind of agent to some¬ 
body, appeared with full powers. He had grog- - 
blo'=soins all over his face, an indomitable energy, 
and was a jolly soul.- We lif«4 a givi j?- 

A hulk came alongside, took our cargo, and then 
we we nt into dry dock to get our copper stripped. 
No wonder she leaked. The poor tlung. strained 
beyond endurance by the gale, had. as if in dis¬ 
gust. spat out all tlie oakum of her lower seams. 
She was reeaulked. new' coppered, and made as 
tight as a bottle. We went back to the hulk and 
reshipped our cargo. 

■■ iiien. on a fine moonlight night, all the rats 
left the shii>. 

■■ We had been infested with them. They had 
destroyed our sails, consumed more stores than 
tile crew', affably shared our beds and our dangers, 
and now. when the ship was made seaworthy, 
concluded to clear out. I called Mahon to enjoy 
the spectacle. Kat after rat appeared on our rail, 
took a last look over his slioulder. and leaped with 
a hollow thud into the empty hulk. We tried to 
count them, but soon lost the talc. Mahon said: 
•Well, w'cll! don’t talk to me about the intelli¬ 
gence of rats. They ought to have left before, 
when we had that narrow squeak from founder- 
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ing. fliore you haw tl>e jjroof how silly is the 
!>uperstition about them. They leave a good .hi;, 
for an old rotten hulk, where there is nothin ' to 
eat, too, the fools! ... I don't believe thev 
know what is safe or what is good for them anv 

more than you or 1.’ 

And after some more talk we agreed that the 
wisdom of rats had been grossly overrated. bnii'T 
in fact no greater than that of men. 

Ihe story of the ship was known, by this all 
up the Channel from Land's End to the Fore¬ 
lands, and we could get no crew on the south 
coast, fhey .sent us one all complete from Liver¬ 
pool. and we left once more—for Hankok. 

‘ We had fair breezes, smooth water right into 
the tropics, and the old Judea lumbered along in 
the sunshine. When she went eight knots every¬ 
thing cracked aloft, and we tied our caps to our 
iieads; but mostly she strolled on at the rate of 
three miles an hour. What could you expect ^ 
She was tired-that old ship. Her youth was 
where mine is—where yours is—you fellows who 
listen to this yarn; and what friend would throw 
your years and your weariness in your face.’ We 
didn't gnimble at her. To us aft, at least, it 
seemed as though we had been born in her, 
reared in her, had lived in her for ages, had never 
known any other ship. I would just as soon have 



30 YOUTH 

abused the old village church at home for not 
being a cathedral. 

*■ And for me there was also my youth to make 
me patient. There was all the Hast before me, 
and all life, and the thought that I had been tried 
in that ship and had come out pretty well. And 
I thought of men of old who. centuries ago, went 
that road in ships that sailed no better, to the 
land of palms, and spices, and yellow sands, and 
of brown nations ruled by kings more cruel than 
Nero the Roman and more splendid than Solomon 
the Jew. The old bark lumbered on. heavy with 
her age and the burden of her cargo, while I lived 
the life of youth in ignorance and hope. She 
lumbered on through an interminable procession 
of days; and the fresh gilding flashed back at the 
setting sun. seemed to cry out over the darkening 
sea the words painted on her stern, ' Judea. 
London. Do or Die/ 

' I'hen we entered the Indian Ocean and 
steered northerly for Java Head. The winds 
w'cre light. Weeks slipped by. She crawled on, 
do or die, and people at home began to think 
of posting us as overdue. 

“ One Saturday evening. I being off duty, the 
men asked me to give them an extra bucket of 
water or so—for washing clothes. As I did not 
wish to screw on the fresh-water pump so late, 
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I went forw'ard whistling, and with a kev in inv 

hand to unlock the forepcak scuttle, intendin'.^ 

to serve the water out of a spare tank we kein 
there. * 

The smell down below was as unexpected as 
It was fnghtful. One would ha\-e thought hun¬ 
dreds of paraffin-lamps had been flarm-' and 
smoking m that hole for days. I was glad to 
get out. The man with me coughed and said, 
unny srnell, sir.’ I answered ncgligentlv. 

It s good for the health, they say.’ and walked 
aft. 


Tlie first thing I did was to put my head 
down the square of the midship ventilator. As 
I lifted the hd a visible breath, something like a 
thm fog, a puff of faint haze, rose from the 
opening. The ascending air was hot, and had a 
heavy, sooty, paraffiny smell. I gave one sniff 
and put down the lid gently. It was no use 
choking myself. The cargo was on fire. 

Next day she began to smoke in earnest. 
You see It was to be expected, for though the 
coal was of a safe kind, that cargo had been so 
handled, so broken up with handling, that it 
iMked more like smithy coal than anything else. 

nen it had been wetted—more than once. It 
raiped aU the time we were taking it back from 
the hulk, and now with this long passage it got 
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lieated, and tlierc was another case of sponta- 
neoii^' combustion. 

The captain called us into the* cabin. He 
had a cliart spread on the table, and looked iin- 
iKippv. He said. ' The coast of West Australia 
is near, but I mean to proceed to our destination. 

It is thejiurrkanc month too; but we will just 
keep her head for Bankok, and fight the lire. No 
more putting back anywhere, if we all get roasted. 
We will tr>' first to stifle this 'ere damned com¬ 
bustion by want of air.' 

■■ We tried. We battened down everything. 

and still she smoked. The smoke kept coming 
out through impi-rceptiblc crevices; it forced 
itsc'lf through bulkheads and covers; it oozed 
here and there and everywhere in slender threads, 
in an invisible film, in an incomprehensible 
manner. It made its wav into the cabin, into 
the forecastle; it poisoned the sheltered places 
on the deck, it could be sniffed as high as the 
mainyard. It was clear that if the smoke came 
out the air came in. This was disheartening. 

This combustion refused to be stifled. 

" We resolved to tiy water, and took the 
hatches off. Enormous volumes of smoke,' 
whitish, yellowish, thick, greasy, misty, choking, 
ascended as high as the trucks. All hands cleared 
out aft. Then the poisonous cloud blew away, 



YOUTH 


33 

and we went back to work in a smoke that was 

no thicker now tlmn that of an ordinar\' factorv 
chimney. 

We rigged the force-pump, got the hose 

along, and by-and-by it burst. Well, it was as 

old as the ship—a prehistoric hose, and past 

repair. Then we pumped with the feeble head- 

pump, drew water with buckets, and in this way 

managed in time to pour lots of Indian Ocean 

into the main hatch. The bright stream flashed 

in sunshine, fell into a layer of white crawling 

smoke, and vanished on 'the black surface of 

coal. Steam ascended mingling with the smoke. 

We poured salt water as into a barrel without a 

bottom. It w'as our fate to pump in that ship, 

to pump out of her, to pump into her; and 

after keeping water out of her to save ourselves 

from being drowned, we frantically poured water 

into her to save ourselves from being burnt. 

And she crawied on, do or die, in the serene 

weather. The sky w'as a miracle of purity, a 

miracle of azure. The sea was polished, was 

blue, was pellucid, was sparkling like a precious 

stone, e.xtending on all sides, all round to the 

horizon—as if the whole terrestrial globe had 

been one jewel, one colossal sapphire, a single 

gem fashioned into a planet. And on the lustre 

of the great calm waters the Judea glided im- 
c 
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perceptibly, envelojxd in languid and unclean 
vapours, in a lazy cloud that dnfted to leeward, 
light and slow a pestiferous cloud defiling the 

splendour of sea and sky. 

" All this time of course we saw no fire. Ihe 

cargo smouldered at the bottom somewhere. 

Once Mahon, as we were working side by side. 

<.aid to me with a queer smile: ' Now. if she 

only would spring a tidy leak—like that time 

when we first left the Channel— it would put a 

stopper on this hre. Wouldn't it ? * I remarked 

irrelevantly. ' Do you remember the rat^/^ . 

We fought the tire and sailed the fhip too 
as carefully as though nothing had been the 
matter. The steward cooked and attended on 
us. Of the other twelve men. eight worked while 
four rested. Every one took liis turn, captain 
included. There was equality, and if not exactly 
fraternity, then a deal of good feeling. Some¬ 
times a man. as he dashed a bucketful of water 
down the hatchway, w-ould yell out. ‘ Hurrah 
for Bankok!' and tlie rest laughed. But gener- 
ally we were taciturn and serious—and thirsty. 
Oh[ how thirsty! And we had to be careful 
with the water.’ Strict allowance. The ship 
smoked, tlic sun blazed. . . • Pass the bottle. 

" We tried everything. We even made an 
attempt to dig down to the hre. No good, of 
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course. No man could remain more than a minute 
below. Mahon, who went first, fainted there 
and the man who went to fetcli him out did hke- 
wse. We lugged them out on deck. Then I 
leaped down to show how easily it could be> done 
They had learned wisdom by that time, and con¬ 
tented themselves by fishing for me with a chain- 
hook tied to a broom-handle, I believe. I did 

not offer to go and fetch up my shovel, which 
was left down below. 

" Things began to look bad. We put the long¬ 
boat into the water. The second boat was ready 
to swing out. We had also another, a 14-foot 
tiling, on davits aft, where it was quite safe. 

Then, behold, the smoke suddenly decreased. 
We redoubled our efforts to flood the bottom of 
the ship. In two days there was no smoke at all. 
Everybody was on the broad grin. This was on a 
Friday. On Saturday no work, but sailing the 
ship of course, was done. The men washed their 
clothes and their faces for the first time in a fort¬ 
night, and had a special dinner given them. They 
spoke of spontaneous combustion with contempt, 
and implied they were the boys to put out com¬ 
bustions. Somehow we all felt as though we each 
had inherited a large fortune. But a beastly 
smeU of burning hung abbut the ship. Captain 
Beard had hollow eyes and sunken cheeks. I had 



36 


YOUTH 


never noticed so much before how twisted and 
bowed he was. He and Mahon prowled soberly 
about hatches and ventilators, sniffing. It struck 
me suddenly poor Mahon was a very, very old 
cliap. As to me. I was as pleased and proud as 
tliough 1 had helix:d to wm a great naval battle. 
O! Youth! 

“ The night was fine. In the morning a home¬ 
ward-bound ship passed us hull down—the first 
we had seen for months; but we were nearing 
the land at last. Java Head being about 190 miles 
off, and nearly due north. 

\ " Next day it was my watch on deck from 

^ eight to twelve. At breakfast the captain ob- 

^ ^ ^ * 

T^erved. ‘ It's wonderful how that smell hangs 
about the cabin.' About ten. the mate being on 
^ the poop, I stepped down on the main-deck for 
a moment. The carpenter's bench stood abaft 
the mainmast; I leaned against it sucking at my 
^ pipe, and the carpenter, a young chap, came to 
• talk to me. He remarked. ‘ I thinlj^ve have done 
very well, haven’t we?’ and then'-I perceived 
^ with annoyance the fool was tryunri^to tilt the 
bench. I said curtly, ‘ Don’t. ChK/ and im¬ 
mediately became aware of a queer sensation, of 
an absurd delusion,—I seemed somehow to be in 
the air. I heard all round me like a pent-up 
breath released—as if a thousand giants simul- 
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taneously had said Phoo!—and felt a dull con- 
cu^ion which made my nbs ache suddenly. No 
doubt about it—I was in the air, and my body 
was describing a short parabola. But short as it 
was, I had the time to think several thoughts in. 
as far as I can remember, the following order 
■ This can’t be the carpenter—What is it ?—Some 
accident—Submarine volcano?—Coals, gas!—By 
Jove! wc are being blown up—Everybody’s dead 
—I am falling into the after-hatch—I see lire 

# % ft 

in It. 

” The coal-dust suspended in the air of the hold 
had glow’cd dull-red at the moment of the ex¬ 
plosion. In the twinkling of an eye. in an infini¬ 
tesimal fraction of a second since the first tilt of 
the bench, I was sprawling full length on the 
cargo. I picked myself up and scrambled out. It 
w'as quick like a rebound. The deck w'as a wilder¬ 
ness of smashed timber, lying crosswise like trees 
in a wood af^ a hurricane; an immense curtain 
of soiled ra^waved gently before me—it was 
the mainsail blowm to strips. I thought. The 
masts will be toppling over directly; and to get 
out of the \fray bolted on all-fours towards the 
poop-ladder. The first person I saw was Mahon, 
with eyes like saucers, his mouth open, and the 
long white hair standing straight on end round 
his head like a silver halo. He was just about to 
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go do^vn when the sight of the main-deck stirring, 
hea^•ing up. and changing into splinters before 
his eyes, petrified him on the top step. I stared 
at him in unbelief, and he stared at me with a 
queer kind of shocked curiosity. I did not know 
that I had no hair, no eyebrows, no eyelashes, 
that my young moustache was burnt off, that 
my face was black, one cheek laid open, my nose 
cut and my chin bleeding. 1 had lost my cap, 
one of my slippers, and my shirt was tom to rags. 
Of all this I was not aware. I was amazed to see 
the ship still afloat, the poop-deck whole—and, 
most of all, to see anybody alive. Also the peace 
of the sky and the serenity of the sea were 
distinctly surprising. I suppose I expected to 
see them convulsed with horror. . . . Pass the 

bottle. 

'■ There was a voice hailing the ship from some¬ 
where—in the air, in the sky—I couldn’t tell. 
Presently 1 saw the captain—and he was mad. 
He asked me eagerly, ‘ Where’s the cabin-table? ’ 
and to hear such a question was a frightful 
shock. I had just been blown up, you u^lptand, 
and vibrated with that experience,-:^ wasn’t 
quite sure w*hether I %vas alive. Mahon began to 
stamp with both feet and yelled at him, ‘ Good 
God! don’t you see the deck’s blown out of her ? ’ 
I found my voice; and stammered out as if con- 
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scious of some gross neglect of duty, ‘ I don't 

know where the cabin-table is.' It was like an 
absurd dream. 

“ Do you know what he wanted next.? Well, 
he wanted to trim the yards. \ery placidly, 
and as if lost in thought, he insisted on having 
the foreyard squared. ‘ I don’t know if there's 
anybody alive,’ said Mahon, almost tearfully. 

‘ Surely,’ he said, gently, ‘ thfere will be enough 
left to square the foreyard.’ 

" The old chap, it seems, was in his o\vn berth, 
winding up the chronometers, when the shock 
sent him spinning. Immediately it occurred to 
him—as he said aftenvards—that the ship had 
struck something, and he ran out into the cabin. 
There, he saw, the cabin-table had vanished 
somewhere. The deck being blown up, it had 
fallen down into the lazarette, of course. Where 
we had our breakfast that morning he saw only 
a great hole in the floor. This appeared to him so 
awfully mysterious, and impressed him so im¬ 
mensely, that what he saw and heard after he 
got on deck were mere trifles in comparison. And, 
mark, he noticed directly the wheel deserted and 
his barque off her course—fuid his only thought 
was to get that miserable, stripped, undecked, 
smouldering shell of a ship back again wth her 
head pointing at her port of destination. Bankokl 
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That s what he w'as after. I tell you this quiet, 
bowed, bandy-legged, almost deformed little man 
was immense in the singleness of his idea and in 
his placid ignorance of our agitation. He mo¬ 
tioned us forward with a commanding gesture, 
and went to take the wheel himself. 

Yes; that was the first thing we did—trim 
the yards of that wreck I No one was killed, or 
even disabled, but every one was more or less 
hurt. You should have seen them! Some w’cre 
in rags, with black faces, like coalheavers, like 
sweeps, and had bullet heads that seemed closely 
cropped, but were in fact singed to the skin. 
Others, of the watch below, awakened by being 
shot out from their collapsing bunks, shivered 
incessantly, and kept on groaning even as we 
w'ent about our work. But they all w^orked. That 
crew of Liverpool hard cases had in them the 
right stuff. It s my experience they alw'ays have. 
It is the sea that gives it—the vastness, the lone¬ 
liness surrounding their dark stolid souls. Ah! 
Well I we stumbled, w'e crept, we fell, we barked 
our shins on the wreckage, we hauled. The 
masts stood, but we did not know how much 
they might be charred down below. Hs was 
nearly calm, but a long swell ran from the*west 
and made her roll. They might go at any 
moment. We looked at them with apprehen- 
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sion. One could not foresee which way they would 

▲ 
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" Then we retreated aft and looked about us. 
The deck was a tangle of planks on edge, of 
planks on end, of splinters, of ruined woodwork. 
The masts rose from that chaos like big trees 
above a matted undergrowth. The interstices of 
that mass of wreckage were full of something 
whitish, sluggish, stirring—of something that was 
like a greasy fog. The smoke of the invisible fire 
was coming up again, was trailing, like a poison¬ 
ous thick mist in some valley choked %vith dead 
wood. Already lazy \visps were beginning to curl 
upwards amongst the mass of splinters. Here 
and there a piece of timber, stuck upright, re¬ 
sembled a post. Half of a fife-rail had been shot 
through the foresail, and the sky made a patch of 
glorious blue in the ignobly soiled canvas. A 
portion of several boards holding together had 
fallen across the rail, and one end protruded over¬ 
board, like a gangway leading upon nothing, like 
a gangway leading over the deep sea, leading to 
death—as if inviting us to walk the plank at 
once and be done with our ridiculous troubles. 
And stUl the air, the sky—a ghost, something 

invisible was hailing the sWp. 

"Some one had the sense to look over, and 

there was the helmsman, who had impulsively 
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jumped overboard, anxious to come back He 
yelled and swam lustily like a merman, keeping 
up wth the ship. We threw him a rope, and pre¬ 
sently he stood amongst us streaming with water 
and veiy crestfaUen. The captain had surren- 
ered the wheel, and apart, elbow on rail and 
chin m hand, gazed at the sea wistfully We 
asked ourselves. What next.? I thought. Now 

w^t"Iwonde; 
what will happen. O youth ^ 

•Suddenly Mahon sighted a steamer far 
astern. Captain Beard said, ' We may do some¬ 
thing with her yet.- We hoisted two flags, which 
^id in the international language of the «a, ‘ On 
re. Want immediate assistance.’ The steamer 
^ew bigger rapidly, and by-and-by spoke w-ith 

In half an hour she was abreast, to windward 
PJ^^* We lost our composi^ and veiled all 

together trith exci,eme„,,'Sv?'ve been bio,™ 

^ ^ helmet, on the bridge 

iTh' right!’and he nodded 

w?th hfs’ handTti 

children One of the boats dropped in the water 
and walked towards us upon the sea with her 
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long oars. Four Calashes pulled a swinging 
stroke. This was my first sight of Malay seamen. 
I’ve known them since, but what struck me then 
was their unconcern: they came alongside, and 
even the bowman standing up and holding to 
our main-chains with the boat-hook did not 
deign to lift his head for a glance. I thought 
people who had been blown up deserved more 
attention. 

" A little man, dry like a chip and agile like a 
monkey, clambered up. It was the mate of the 
steamer. He gave one look, and cried, ‘ 0 boys 
—you had better quit.' 

" We were silent. He talked apart with the 
captain for a time,—seemed to argue with him. 
Then they went away together to the steamer. 

When our skipper came back we learned that 
the steamer was the SommcrviUe, Captain Nash, 
from West Australia to Singapore via Batavia 
with mails, and that the agreement was she 
should tow us to Anjer or Batavia, if possible, 
where we could extinguish the fire by scuttling, 
and then proceed on our voyage—to Bankok! 
The old man seemed excited. * We will do it yet,' 
he said to Mahon, fiercely. He shook his fist at 
the sky. Nobody else said a word. 

"At noon the steamer began to tow. She went 
ahead slim and high, and what was left of the 
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^udea followed at the end of seventy fathom of 
tdtv-rope,—followed her swiftly like a cloud of 
smoke with mastheads protruding above. We 
went aloft to furl the sails. We coughed on the 
yards, and were careful about the bunts. Do 
you see the lot of us there, putting a neat furl on 
the sails of that ship doomed to arrive nowhere? 
There was not a man who didn't think that at 
any moment the masts would topple over. From 
aloft we could not see the ship for smoke, and 
they worked carefully, passing the gaskets with 
even turns. ' Harbour furl—aloft there! * cried 
Mahon from below. 

"You understand this? I don't think one of 
those chaps expected to get down in the usual 
way. When we did I heard them saying to each 
other. ' Well. I thought we would come down 
overboard, in a lump—sticks and all—blame me 
if I didn't.' * That's what I was thinking to my¬ 
self,' would answer wearily another battered and 
bandaged scarecrow. And. mind, these were men 
without the drilled-in habit of obedience. To an 
onlooker they would be a lot of profane scally¬ 
wags without a redeeming point. What made 
them do it—what made them obey me when I. 
thinking consciously how fine it was. made them 
drop the bunt of the foresail twice to try and do 
it better? What? They had no professional 
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reputat ion^no examples, no praise. It wasn’t a 

duty; they all knew well enough how to 
shirk, and laze, and dodge—when they had a 
mind to it—and mostly they had. Was it the 
two pounds ten a month that sent them there? 
They didn’t think their pay half good enough. 
No; it was something in them, something inborn 
and subtle and everlasting. 1 don’t say positively 
that the crew of a French or German merchant¬ 
man wouldn’t have done it, but I doubt whether 
it would have been done in the same way. There 
was a completeness in it, something solid like a 
principle, and masterful like an instinct—a dis¬ 
closure of something secret—of that hidden some¬ 
thing, that gift of good or evil that makes racial 

difference, that shapes the fate of nations. 

“ It was that night at ten that, for the first 

time since we had been fighting it, we saw the 
fire. The speed of the towing had fanned the 
smouldering destruction. A blue gleam appeared 
forward, shining below the wreck of the deck. It 
wavered in patches, it seemed to stir and creep 
like the light of a glowworm. I saw it first, and 
told Mahon. ‘Then the game’s up,’ he said 
'We had better stop this towing, or she will 
burst out suddenly fore and aft before we can 

clear out.’ We set up a yell; rang beUs to attract 

their attention; they towed on. At last Mahon 
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and I had to crawl forward and cut the rope 
^vith an axe. There was no time to cast off the 
lashings. Red tongues could be seen licking the 
wilderness of splinters under our feet as we made 
our way back to the poop. 

Of course they very soon found out in the 
steamer that the rope was gone. She gave a loud 
blast of her whistle, her lights were seen sweeping 
in a wide circle, she came up ranging close along¬ 
side, and stopped. We were all in a tight group 
on the poop looking at her. Every man had 
saved a little bundle or a bag. Suddenly a coni¬ 
cal flame with a twisted top shot up forward and 
threw upon the black sea a circle of light, with 
the two vessels side by side and hea\ing gently 
in its centre. Captain Beard had been sitting on 
the gratings still and mute for hours, but now he 
rose slowly and advanced in front of us, to the 

mizzen-shrouds. Captain Nash hailed: 'Come 

along! Look sharp. I have mail-bags on board. 

I will take you and your boats to Singapore.* 

Thank you! No! * said our skipper. ‘ We 
must see the last of the ship.' 

“ ‘ I can't stand by any longer,' shouted the 
other. ' Mails—you know.' 

“'Ay! ay! We are all right.' 

“‘Very weU! I'll report you in Singapore. 

. . . Good-bye I ' 
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" He waved his hand. Our men dropped their 
bundles quietly. The steamer moved ahead, and 
passing out of the circle of light, vanished at 
once from our sight, dazzled by the fire which 
burned fiercely. And then I knew that I would 
see the East first as commander of a small boat. 

I thought it fine; and the fidelity to the old 
ship was fine. We should see the last of her. 
Oh, the glamour of youth! Oh, the fire of it, 
more dazzling than the flames of the burning 
ship, throwing a magic light on the wide earth, 
leaping audaciously to the sky, presently to be 
quenched by time, more cruel, more pitiless, 
more bitter than the sea—and, like the flames 
of the burning ship, surrounded by an impene¬ 
trable night. 

* • • • * 

" The old man warned us in his gentle and 
inflexible way that it was part of our duty to 
save for the underwriters as much as we could of 
the ship’s gear. Accordingly we went to work 
aft, while she blazed forward to give us plenty 
of light. We lugged out a lot of rubbish. What 
didn’t we save ? An old barometer fixed with an 
absurd quantity of screws nearly cost me my 
life; a sudden rush of smoke came upon me, 
and I just got away in time. There were various 
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stores, bolts of canvas, coils of rope; the poop 
looked like a marine bazaar, and the boats were 
lumbered to the gunwales. One would have 
thought the old man wanted to take as much 
as he could of his first command with him. He 
was very, very quiet, but off his balance evi¬ 
dently. Would you believe it ? He wanted to take 
a length of old stream-cable and a kedge-anchor 
with him in the long-boat. We said, ‘ Ay, ay, 
sir,’ deferentially, and on the quiet let the things 
slip overboard. The heavy medicine-chest went 
that way, two bags of green coffee, tins of paint 
—fancy, paint!—a whole lot of things. Then I 
was ordered with two hands into the boats to 
make a stowage and get them ready against the 
time it would be proper for us to leave the ship. 

" We put everything straight, stepped the long¬ 
boat’s mast for our skipper, who was to take 
charge of her, and I was not sorry to sit down 
for a moment. My face felt raw, every limb 
ached as if broken, I was aware of all my ribs, 
and would have sworn to a twist in the back¬ 
bone. The boats, fast astern, lay in a deep 
shadow, and all around I could see the circle of 
the sea lighted by the fire. A gigantic flame 
arose fonvard straight and clear. It flared fierce, 
with noises like the whirr of wings, with rumbles 
as of thunder. There were cracks, detonations. 
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and from the cone of flame the sparks flew up¬ 
wards, as man is bom to trouble, to leaky ships, 
and to ships that bum. 

" What bothered me was, that the ship lying 
broadside to the swell and to such wind as 
there was—a mere breath—the boats would not 
keep astern where they were safe, but persisted, 
in a pig-headed way boats have, in getting under 
the counter and then swinging alongside. They 
were knocking about dangerously and coming 
near the flame, while the ship rolled on them, 
and. of course, there was always the danger of 
the masts going over the side at any moment. 
I and my two boat-keepers kept them off as 
best we could, with oars and boat-hooks; but 
to be constantly at it became c.\asperating, since 
there was no reason why we should not leave at 
once. We could not see those on board, nor 
could we imagine what caused the delay. The 
boat-keepers were swearing feebly, and I had not 
pnly my share of the work but also had to keep 
at it two men who showed a constant inclination 
to lay themselves down and let things slide. 

‘‘ At last I hailed, ‘ On deck there,’ and some 
one looked over. ‘ We’re ready here,’ I said. 
The head disappeared, and very soon popped up 
again. ‘ The captain says. All right, sir, and to 
keep the boats well clear of the ship.’ 
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Half an hour passed. Suddenly there was a 
frightful racket, rattle, clanking of chain, hiss of 
water, and millions of sparks flew up into the 
shivering column of smoke that stood leaning 
slightly above the ship. The cat-heads had 
burned away, and the two red-hot anchors had 
'^.gojje to the bottom^ tearing out after them two 
hundred fathom -of ‘ red-hot chain. The ship 
trembled, the mass of flame swayed as if ready 
to collapse, and the fore top-gallant-mast fell. 
It darted down like an arrow of fire, shot under, 
and instantly leaping up within an oar’s-length 
of the boats, floated quietly, very black on the 
luminous sea. I hailed the deck again. After 
some time a man in an unexpectedly cheerful 
but also muffled tone, as though he had been 
trying to speak with his mouth shut, informed 
me, ■ Coming directly, sir,’ and vanished. For 
a long time I heard nothing but the whirr and 
roar of the fire. There were also whistling sounds. 
The boats jumped, tugged at the painters, ran 
at each otlier playfully, knocked their sides to¬ 
gether, or, do what we would, swung in a bunch 
against the ship’s side. I couldn’t stand it any 
longer, and swarming up a rop)e, clambered aboard 
over the stem. 

" It was as bright as day. Coming up like 
this, the sheet of fire facing me was a terrifying 
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sight and the heat seemed hardly bearable at 
fiJt ’ On a settee cushion dragged out of the 
cabin Captain Beard, his legs drawn up and one 
Sm under his head, slept wdth the light playing 
on him. Do you know what the rest were busy 
about? They were sittmg on deck nght afc 
round an open case, eating ^ad an d ch^ 

drinking bottled 

“ On the background of flames twistmg 

fierce tongues above their heads they seemed at 
toe ifselamanders, and looked like a band 
of desperate pirates. The fire sparkled m the 
whites^! their eyes, gleamed on patches of whUe 
skin seen through the tom shirts. E^ch had ihe 
marks as of a battle about him-bandaged head^ 
tied-up arms, a strip of dirty rag round a knee 
and eLh man had a bottle between ^ legs and 
a chxmk of cheese in his hand. Mahon go up. 
With his handsome and disreputable head,Jus 
Zli profile, his long white beard, and vnth 
an uncorked bottle in his hand, he resembled one 
of those reckless sea-robbers of old makmg merry 
^St 4Sence and disaster. ‘ The last meal on 
board ’ he explained solemnly. ‘ We had nothing 
. ; oil dav and it was no use leavmg aU 

tSis.- He tohed^he^ttle and 

» Uol bis h. 
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and as I stared, * I donT know whether you are 
aware, young fellow, the man had no sleep to 
speak of for days—and there wall be dam’ little 
sleep in the boats.' ' There will be no boats by- 
and-by if you fool about much longer,’ I said, 
indignantly. I walked up to the skipper and 
shook him by the shoulder. At last he opened 
his eyes, but did not move. ‘ Time to leave her, 
sir,’ I said, quietly. 

He got up painfully, looked at the flames, at 
the sea sparkling round the ship, and black, 
black as ink farther away; he looked at the 
stars shining dim through a thin veil of smoke 
in a sky black, black as Erebus. 

” ' Youngest first,* he said. 

** And the ordinary seaman, wiping his mouth 
with the back of his hand, got up, clambered 
over the taffrail, and vanished. Others followed. 
One, on the point of going over, stopped short 
to drain his bottle, and with a great swing of 
his arm flung it at the fire. * Take this! ’ he 
cried. 

*' The skipper lingered disconsolately, and we 
left him to commune alone for a while with his 
first command. Then I went up again and 
brought him away at last. It was time. The 
ironwork on the poop w^as hot to the touch. 

'* Then the painter of the long-boat was cut, 
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and the three boats, tied together, drifted clear 
of the ship. It was just sixteen hours after the 
explosion when we abandoned her. Mahon had 
charge of the second boat, and I had the smallest 
—the 14 -foot thing. The long-boat would have 
taken the lot of us; but the skipper said we 
must save as much property as we could—for 
the undenvriters—and so I got my first command. 

I had two men with me. a bag of biscuits, a few 
tins of meat, and a breaker of water. I was 
ordered to keep close to the long-boat, that in 
case of bad weather we might be taken mto 

“ And do you know what I thought ? I thought 
I would part company as soon as I could. I 
wanted to have my first command all to myself. 

I wasn’t going to sail in a squadron if there was 
a chance for independent cruising. I would make 
land by myself. I would beat the other boats. 
Youth! AU youth! The silly ch anningJ»autf 

we did not make a start at once. We 
must see the last of the ship. And so the boats 
drifted about that night, heaving and setting 
on the sweU. The men dozed, waked, sighed, 

groaned. I looked at the burning ship. 

" Between the darkness of earth and heaven 
she was burning fiercely upon a disc of purple 
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sea shot by the blood-red play of gleams; upon 
a disc of water, glittering and sinister. A high, 
clear flame, an immense and lonely flame, as¬ 
cended from the ocean, and from its summit the 
black smoke poured continuously at the sky. She 
burned furiously; mournful and imposing like 
a funeral pile kindled in the night, surrounded 
by the sea, watched over by the stars. A mag¬ 
nificent death had come like a grace, like a gift, 
like a reward to that old ship at the end of her 
laborious days. The surrender of her weary 
ghost to the keeping of stars and sea was stir¬ 
ring like the sight of a glorious triumph. The 
masts fell just before daybreak, and for a moment 
there was a burst and turmoil of sparks that 
seemed to fill with flying fire the night patient 
and watchful, the vast night lying silent upon 
the sea. At daylight she was only a charred 
shell, floating still under a cloud of smoke and 
bearing a glowing mass of coal within. 

" Then the oars were got out, and the boats 
forming in a line moved round her remains as if 
in procession—the long-boat leading. As we 
pulled across her stem a slim dart of fire shot 
out viciously at us, and suddenly she went down, 
head first, in a great hiss of steam. The un¬ 
consumed stem was the last to sink; but the 
paint had gone, had cracked, had peeled off, and 
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there were no letters, there was no word, no 
stubborn device that was like her soul, to flash 
at the rising sun her creed and her name.l 

We made our way north. A breeze sprang 
up, and about noon all the boats came together 
for the last time. I had no mast or sail in mine, 
but I made a mast out of a spare oar and hoisted 
a boat-awning for a sail, with a boat-hook for a 
yard. She was certainly over-masted, but I had 
the satisfaction of knowing that with the wind 
aft I could beat the other two. I had to wait 
for them. Then we all had a look at the captain's 
chart, and, after a sociable meal of hard bread 
and water, got our last instructions. These were 
simple: steer north, and keep together as much 
as possible. ‘ Be careful \vith that jury-rig, 
Marlow,* said the captain; and Mahon, as I 
sailed proudly past his boat, wrinkled his curved 
nose and hailed, * You will sail that ship of yours 
under water, if you don’t look out, young fellow.' 
He was a malicious old man—and may the deep 
sea where he sleeps now rock him gently, rock 
him tenderly to the end of time! 

“ Before" sunset a thick rain-squall passed over 
the two boats, which were far astern, and that 
was the last I saw of them for a time. Next day 
I sat steering my cockle-shell—my first command 
—^with nothing but water and sky around me. I 
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did sight in the afternoon the upper sails of a 
ship far away, but said nothing, and my men did 
not notice her. You see I was afraid she might be 
homeward bound, and I had no mind to turn 
back from the portals of the East. I was steering 
for Java—another blessed name—like Bankok, 
you know. I steered many days. 

" I need not tell you what it is to be knocking 
about in an open boat. I remember nights and 
days of calm, when we pulled, we pulled, and the 
boat seemed to stand still, as if bewitched within 
the circle of the sea horizon. I remember the 
heat, the deluge of rain-squalls that kept us baling 
for dear life (but filled our water-cask), and I re¬ 
member sixteen hours on end with a mouth dry 
as a cinder and a steering-oar over the stem to 
keep my first command head on to a breaking 
sea. I did not know how good a man I was till 
then. I remember the drawn faces, the dejected 
figures of my two men, and 1 remember my 
youth and the feeling that wall never come back 
any more—the feeling that I could last for ever, 
outlast the sea, the earth, and all men; the de¬ 
ceitful feeling that lures us on to joys, to perils, 
to love, to vain effort—to death; the triumphant 
conviction of strength, the heat of life in the 
handful of dust, the glow in the heart that ^^'ith 
every year grows dim, grows cold, grows small. 
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and expires—and expires, too soon, too soon— 
before life itself. 

And this is how I see the East. I have seen 
its secret places and have looked into its very 
soul; but now I see it always from a small boat, 
a high outline of mountains, blue and afar in the 
morning; like faint mist at noon; a jagged wall 
of purple at simset, I have the feel of the oar in 
my hand, the vision of a scorching blue sea in my 
eyes. And I see a bay, a wide bay, smooth as 
glass and polished like ice, shimmering in the 
dark. A red light bums far off upon the gloom of 
the land, and the night is soft and warm. We 
drag at the oars with aching arms, and suddenly 
a puff of wind, a puff faint and tepid and laden 
\vith strange odours of blossoms, of aromatic 
wood, comes out of the still night—the first sigh 
of the East on my face. That I can never forget. 
It w'as impalpable and enslaving, like a charm, 
like a whispered promise of mysterious delight. 

“ We had been pulling this finishing spell for 
eleven hours. Two pulled, and he w^hose turn it 
was to rest sat at the tiller. We had made out 
the red light in that bay and steered for it, 
guessing it must mark some small coasting port. 
We passed tw^o vessels, outlandish and high- 
stemed, sleeping at anchor, and, approaching the 
light, now very dim, ran the boat’s nose against 
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the end of a jutting wharf. We were blind with 
fatigue. My men dropp>ed the oars and fell off 
the thwarts as if dead. I made fast to a pile. A 
current rippled softly. The scented obscurity of 
the shore was grouped into vast masses, a density 
of colossal clumps of vegetation, probably—mute 
and fantastic shapes. And at their foot the semi¬ 
circle of a beach gleamed faintly, like an illusion. 
There was not a light, not a stir, not cT^und. 
The mysterious East faced me, pej-fumcd like a 
flower, sile nt like death, dark like a grave . 

sat weary beyond expression, exulting 
like a conqueror, sleepless and entranced as if 
before a profound, a fateful enigma. 

A splashing of oars, a measured dip rever¬ 
berating on the level of water, intensified by the 
silence of the shore into loud claps, made me 
jump up. A boat, a European boat, was coming 
in. I invoked the name of the dead; I hailed: 
Judea ahoy! A thin shout answered. 

" It the captain, I had beaten the flag¬ 
ship by three hours, and I wa^lad to hear the 
old man's voice again, tremulous and tired. ‘ Is 
it you, Marlow? ' ‘ Mind the end of that jetty, 
sir,* I cried. 

*' He approached cautiously, and brought up 
with the deep-sea lead-line which we had saved— 
for the underwriters. I eased my painter and fell 
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alongside. He sat, a broken figure at the stem, 
wet \vith dew, his hands clasped in his lap. His 
men were asleep already. ‘ I had a terrible time 
of it,’ he murmured.- 'Mahon is behind—not 
very far.' We conversed in whispers, in low 
whispers, as if afraid to wake up the land. Guns, 
thunder, earthquakes would not have awakened 
the men just then. 

” Looking round as we talked, I saw away at 
sea a bright light travelling in the night. ' There’s 
a steamer passing the bay,' I said. She was not 
passing, she was entering, and she even came 
close and anchored. ' I wish,’ said the old man, 

' you would find out whether she is English. 
Perhaps they could give us a passage somewhere.' 
He seemed nervously anxious. So by dint of 
punching and kicking I started one of my men 
into a state of somnambulism, and giving him an 
oar, took another and pulled towards the lights 
of the steamer. 

“ There was a murmur of voices in her, metal¬ 
lic hollow clangs of the engine-room, footsteps on 
the deck. Her ports shone, round like dilated 
eyes. Shapes moved about, and there was a 
shadowy man high up on the bridge. He heard 
my oars. 

♦ 4 

“ And then, before I could open my lips, the 
East spoke to me, but it was in a Western voice. 
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A torrent of words was poured into the enigma¬ 
tical, the fateful silence; outlandish, angry words, 
mixed with words and even whole sentences of 
good English, less strange but even more sur¬ 
prising. The voice swore and cursed violently; 
it riddled the solemn peace of the bay by a volley 
of abuse. It began by calling me Pig, and from 
that went crescendo into unmentionable adjec¬ 
tives—in English. The man up there raged aloud 
in two languages, and with a sincerity in his fury 
that almost convinced me I had, in some way, 
sinned against the harmony of the universe. I 
could hardly see him, but began to think he 
would work himself into a fit. 

Suddenly he ceased, and I could hear him 
snorting and blowing like a porpoise. I said— 

** ‘ WTiat steamer is this, pray? ' 

* Eh? What's this? And who are you? * 

“ ' Castaway crew of an English barque burnt 
at sea. We came here to-night. I am the second 
mate. The captain is in the long-boat, and wishes 
to know if you would give us a jjassage some¬ 
where.' 

“ * Oh, my goodness I I say, . . . This is the 
Celestial from Singapore on her return trip. Til 
arrange with your captain in the morning, . . . 
and, ... I say, ... did you hear me just 
now? ' 
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" ‘ I should think the whole bay heard you.’ 

" ' I thought you were a shore-boat. Now. 
look here—this infernal lazy scoundrel of a care¬ 
taker has gone to sleep again—curse him. The 
light is out, and I nearly ran foul of the end of 
this damned jetty. This is the third time he plays 
me this trick. Now, I ask you, can anybody 
stand this kind of thing? It’s enough to drive a 
man out of his mind. I’ll report him. . . . TU 
get the Assistant Resident to give him the sack, 
by . . . 1 See—there’s no light. It’s out, isn’t 

it? I take you to witness the light’s out. There 

should be a light, you know. A red light on 
the-’ 

“ ‘ There was a light,’ I said, mildly. 

"'But it’s out, man! What’s the use of 
talking like this? You can see for yourself it’s 
out—don’t you ? If you had to take a valuable 
steamer along this God-forsaken coast you would 
want a hght too. I’ll kick him from end to end of 
his miserable wharf. You’ll see if I don’t. I 
will-’ 

" ‘ So I may tell my captain you’ll take us? ’ 
I broke in. 

Yes, I’ll take you. Good night,’ he said, 
brusquely. 

" I pulled back, made fast again to the jetty, 
and then went to sleep at last. I had faced the 
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silence of the East. I had heard some of its 
language. But when I opened my eyes again the 
silence was as complete as though it had never 
been broken. I was lying in a flood of light, and 
the sky had never looked so far, so high, before. 

1 opened my eyes and lay without moving. 

“ And then I saw the men of the East—they 
were looking at me. The whole length of the 
jetty was full of people. I saw brown, bronze, 
yellow faces, the black eyes, the glitter, the 
colour of an Eastern crowd. And all these beings 
stared without a murmur, %vithout a sigh, without 
a movement. They stared down at the boats, at 
the sleeping men who at night had come to them 
from the sea. Nothing moved. The fronds of 
palms stood still against the sky. Not a branch 
stirred along the shore, and the brown roofs of 
hidden houses peeped through the green foliage, 
through the big leaves that hung shining and 
still like leaves forged of heavy metal. This was 
the East of the ancient navigators, so old, so mys¬ 
terious, resplendent and sombre, living and un¬ 
changed. ftdl of danger and promise. And these 
were the men. I sat up suddenly. A w^ave of 
movement passed through the crow'd from end to 
end, passed along the heads, swayed the bodies, 
ran along the jetty like a ripple on the water, like 
a breath of wind on a field—and all was still 
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again. I see it now—the wide sweep of the bay, 
the glittering sands, the wealth of green infinite 
and varied, the sea blue like the sea of a dream, 
the crowd of attentive faces, the blaze of vivid 
colour—the water reflecting it all, the curve of 
the shore, the jetty, the high-stemed outlandish 
craft floating still, and the three boats with the 
tired men from the West sleeping, unconscious 
of the land and the people and of the violence of 
sunshine. They slept thrown across the thwarts, 
curled on bottom-boards, in the careless attitudes 


of death. The head of the old skipper, leaning 
back in the stem of the long-boat, had fallen on 
his breast, and he looked as though he would 
never wake. Farther out old Mahon's face was 


upturned to the sky, with the long white beard 
spread out on his breast, as though he had been 
shot where he sat at the tiller; and a man, all in 
a heap in the bows of the boat, slept with both 
arms embracing the stem-head and with his cheek 
laid on the gunwale. The East looked at them 
without a sound. 


"I have known its fascination since; I have 
seen the mysterious shores, the still water, the 
lands of brown nations, where a stealthy Nemesis 
lies in wait, pursues, overtakes so many of the 
conquering race, who are proud of their \visdom, 
of their knowledge, of their strength. But for me 
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all the East is contained in that vision of my 
youth. It is all in that moment when I opened 
my young eyes on it. I came upon it from a tussle 
\vith the sea—and I was young—and I saw it 
looking at me. And this is all that is left of it! 
Only a moment; a moment of strength, of 
romance, of glamour—of youth! ... A flick of 
sunshine upon a strange shore, the time to re¬ 
member, the time for a sigh, and—good-bye I— 
Night—Good-bye . . .!’' 

He drank. 

Ah! The good old time—the good old time. 
Youth and the sea. Glamour and the sea! The 
good, strong sea, the salt, bitter sea, that could 
whisper to you and roar at you and knock your 
breath out of you.” 

He drank again. 

" By all that’s wonderful it is the sea, I believe, 
the sea itself—or is it youth alone? Who can 
tell? But you here—you aU had something out 
of life: money, love—whatever one gets on shore 
—and, tell me, wasn't that the best time, that 
time when we were young at sea; young and 
had nothing, on the sea that gives nothing, 
except hard knocks—and sometimes a chance 
to feel your strength—that only—what you all 
regret? ” 

And we all nodded at him: the man of finance. 
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the man of accounts, the man of law, we all 
nodded at him over the polished table that like a 
still sheet of brown water reflected our faces, 
lined, wrinkled; our faces marked by toil, by 
deceptions, by success, by love; our weary eyes 
looking still, looking always, looking anxiously 
for something out of life, that while it is expected 
is already gone — has passed unseen, in a sigh, 
in a flash — together with the youth, with the 
strength, with the romance of illusions. 
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A REVOLUTIONARY war raises many strange char¬ 
acters out of the obscurity which is the common 
lot of humble lives in an undisturbed state of 
society. 

Certain individualities grow into fame through* 
their vices and their virtues, or simply by their 
actions, which may have a temporary import¬ 
ance; and then they become forgotten. The 
names of a few leaders alone survive the end of 
armed strife and are further preserved in his¬ 
tory; so that, vanishing from men’s active 
memories, they still exist in books. 

The name of General Santierra attained that 
cold, paper-and-ink immortality. He was a 
South American of good family, and the books 
published in his lifetime numbered him amongst 
the liberators of that continent from the op^' 
pressive rule of Spain. 

That long contest, waged for independence on 
one side and fo rjjominio n on the other, developed, 
in the course of years and the vicissitudes of 
changing fortune, the fierceness and inhumanity 
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of a struggle for life. [All feelings of 
compassion disappeared in the growth of p oli- 
tical hatred. And, as^s“usu3 m war, the mass 
of the people, who had the least to gain by the 
issue, suffered most in their obscure persons and 
their humble fortunes. 

General Santierra began his service as lieu¬ 
tenant in the patriot army raised and commanded 
by the famous San Martin, afterwards conqueror 
of Lima and liberator of Peru. A great battle 


had just been fought on the banks of the river 
Bio-Bio. Amongst the prisoners made upon the 
routed Royalist troops there was a soldier called 


Caspar Ruiz. His powe rful 

head rendered him remarkable amongst hisJcUo^ 


s. The personality of the man was un¬ 
mistakable. Some months l5efore, he had been 



ca 


missed from the ranks of Republican ^roops after 
one of the many skirmishes which preceded the 
great battle. And now, having been captured 
arms in hand amongst Royalists, he could ex¬ 


pect no other fate but to be shot as a deserter. 

Caspar Ruiz, however, was not a deserter; his 
mind was hardly active enough to take a dis¬ 
criminating view of the advantages or perils of 
treachery. \Vliy should he change sides? He 
had really been made a prisoner, had suffered 
ill-usage and many privations. Neither side 
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showed tenderness to its adversaries. There 
came a day when he was ordered, together with 
some other captured rebels, to march in the front 
rank of the Royal troops. A musket had been 
thrust into his hands. He had taken it. He had 
marched. He did not want to be killed with 
circumstances of peculiar atrocity for refusing 
to march. He did not understand heroism, but 
it was his intention to throw his musket away 
at the first opportunity. Meantime he had gone 
on loading and firing, from fear of having his 
brains blown out. at the first sign of unwilling¬ 
ness, by some non-commissioned officer of the 
King of Spain. He tried to set forth these ele¬ 
mentary considerations before the sergeant of the 
guard set over him and some twenty other such 
deserters, who had been condemned summarily 
to be shot. 

It was in the quadrangle of the fort at the 
back of the batteries which command the road¬ 
stead of Valparaiso. The officer who had iden¬ 
tified him had gone on without listening to his 
protestations. His doom was sealed; his hands 
were tied very tightly together behind his back; 
his body was sore all over from the many blows 
with sticks and butts of muskets which had 
burned him along dn the painful road from the 
place of his capture to the gate of the fort. This 
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was the only kind of systematic attention the 
prisoners had received from their escort during 
a four days' journey across a scantily watered 
tract of country. At the crossings of rare streams 
they were permitted to quench their thirst by 
lapping hurriedly like dogs. In the evening a 
few scraps of meat were thrown amongst them 
as they dropped down dead-beat upon the stony 
ground of the halting-place. 

As he stood in the courtyard of the castle in 
the early morning, after having been driven hard 
all night, Caspar Ruiz's throat was parched , and 
his tongue felt very^ large and dry in his mouth. 

And Caspar Ruiz, besides being very thirsty, 
was stirred by a feeling of sluggish anger, which 
he could not very wtII express, as though the 
\igour of his spirit were by no means equal to 
the strength of his body. 

The other prisoners in the batch of the con¬ 
demned hung their heads, looking obstinately on 
the ground. But Caspar Ruiz kept on repeating; 
" WTiat should I desert for to the Royalists? 
Why should I desert? Tell me, EstabanI " 

He addressed himself to the sergeant, who 
happened to belong to the same part of the 
country as himself. But the sergeant, after 
shrugging his meagre shoulders once, paid no 
further attention to the deep murmuring voice 
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at his back. It was indeed strange that Caspar 
Ruiz should desert. His people were in too 
humble a station to feel much the disadvantages 
of any form of government. There was no reason 
why Caspar Ruiz should wish to uphold in his 
own person the rule of the King of Spain. Neither 
had he been anxious to exert himself for its sub¬ 
version. He had joined the side of Independence 
in an extremely reasonable and natural manner. 
A band of patriots appeared one morning early, 
surrounding his father's ranche, spearing the 
watch-dogs and hamstringing a fat cow all in 
the twinkling of an eye, to the cries of " Viva la 
Lihertadr* Their officer discoursed of Liberty 
with enthusiasm and eloquence after a long and 
refreshing sleep. When they left in the evening, 
taking \vith them some of Ruiz, the father’s, 
best horses to replace their own lamed animals, 
Caspar Ruiz went away with them, having been 
invited pressingly to do so by the eloquent officer. 

Shortly afterwards a detachment of Royalist 
troops, coming to pacify the district, burnt the 
ranche, carried off the remaining horses and 
cattle, and having thus deprived the old people 
of all their worldly possessions, left them sitting 
under a bush in the enjo 3 mrient of the inestimable 
boon of life. 



74 


CASPAR RUIZ 


II 

Caspar Ruiz, condemned to death as a deserter, 
was not thinking either of his native place or of 
his parents, to whom he had been a good son 
on account of the mildness of his character and 
the great strength of his limbs. The practical 
advantage of this last was made still more valu¬ 
able to his father by his obedient disposition. 
Caspar Ruiz had an acquiescent soul. 

But it was stirred now to a sort of dim revolt 
by his dislike to die the death of a traitor. He 
was not a traitor. He said again to the sergeant; 
“ You know 1 did not desert, Estaban. You 
know' 1 remained behind amongst the trees wnth 
three others to keep the enemy back while the 
detachment w'as running away! 

Lieutenant Santierra, little more than a boy 
at the time, and unused as yet to the sanguinary 
imbecilities of a state of war. had lingered near 
by, as if fascinated by the sight of these men who 
w'cre to be shot presently—'* for an example " 
—as the ContmandanU had said. 

The sergeant, Nvithout deigning to look at the 
prisoner, addressed himself to the young officer 
with a superior smile. 
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“Ten men would not have been enough to 
make him a prisoner, mi tcnientc. Moreover, the 
other three rejoined the detachment after dark. 

WTiy should he, unwounded and the strongest of 
them all, have failed to do so.> ” 

‘ My strength is as nothing against a mounted 
man with a jasso,” Caspar Ruiz protested eagerly. 

He dragged me behind his horse for half a 
mile.” 

At this excellent reason the sergeant only 
laughed contemptuously. The young officer 
hurried away after the Commandantc. 

Presently the adjutant of the castle came by. 

He was a truculent, raw-boned man in a ragged 

uniform. His spluttering voice issued out of a 

flat, yellow face. The sergeant learned from him 

that the condemned men would not be shot till 

sunset. He begged then to know what he was 
to do with them meantime. 

The adjutant looked savagely round the court¬ 
yard, and, pointing to the door of a small 

-room, receiving light and 
air through one heavily-barred window, said: 

“ Drive the scoundrels in there.” 

The sergeant, tightening his grip upon the 
stick he carried in virtue of his rank, executed 
this order with alacrity and zeal. He hit Caspar 
Ruiz, whose movements were slow, over his head 
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and shoulders. Caspar Ruiz stood still for a 
moment u nder the shower of blows, bitmg his 
lij Whoughtfullv as if absorbed by a perplex ing 
mcrUal proce ss—then followed the others with¬ 
out haste. The door was locked, and the adjutant 
carried off the key. 

By noon the heat of that low vaulted place 
crammed to suffocation had become unbearable. 
The prisoners crowded towards the window, 
begging their guards for a drop of water; but 
the soldiers remained lying in indolent attitudes 
wherever there was a little shade under a wall, 
while the sentry sat with his back against the 
door smoking a cigarette, and raising his eye¬ 
brows philosophically from time to time. Caspar 
Ruiz had pushed his way to the window with 
irresistible force. His capacious chest needed 
more air than the others; his big face, resting 
with its chin on the ledge, pressed close to the 
bars, seemed to support the other faces crowd¬ 
ing up for breath. From moaned entreaties they 
had passed to desperate cries, and the tumultu¬ 
ous ho>\iing of those thirsty men obliged a young 
officer who w^as just then crossing the courtyard 
to shout in order to make himself heard. 

“ Why don’t you give some water to these 
prisoners! ” 

The sergeant, with an air of surprised inno- 
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cence, excused himself by the remark that all 
those men were condemned to die in a very few 

Lieutenant Santierra stamped his foot. " They 
are condemned to death, not to torture, he 
shouted. “ Give them some water at once." 

Impressed by this appearance of anger, the 
soldiers bestirred themselves, and the sentry, 
snatching up his musket, stood to attention. 

But when a couple of buckets were found and 
fiUed from the weU, it was discovered that they 
could not be passed through the bars, which 
were set too close. At the prospect of quenching 
their thirst, the shrieks of those trampled do^vn 
in the struggle to get near the opening became 
very heartrending. But when the soldiers who 
had lifted the buckets towards the wmdow put 
them to the ground again helplessly, the yell of 
disappointment was still more terrible. 

The soldiers of the army of Independence were 
not equipped with canteens. A small tin cup 
was found, but its approach to the openmg 
caused such a commotion, such yells of rage and 
pain in the vague mass of limbs behind the 
straining faces at the window, that Lieutenant 
Santierra cried out hurriedly, " No, no—you 

must open the door, sergeant. 

The sergeant, shrugging his shoulders, ex- 
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plained that he had no right to open the door 
even if he had had the key. But he had not the 
key. The adjutant of the garrison kept the key. 
Those men were giving much unnecessary trouble, 
since they had to die at sunset in any case. Why 
they had not been shot at once early in the morn¬ 
ing he could not understand. 

Lieutenant Santierra kept his back studiously 
to the window. It was at his earnest solicita¬ 
tions that the Commandante had delayed the 
execution. This favour had been granted to him 
in consideration of his distinguished family and 
of his father’s high position amongst the chiefs 
of the Republican party. Lieutenant Santierra 
believed that the General commanding would 
visit the fort some time in the afternoon, and 
he ingenuously hoped that his naive intercession 
would induce that severe man to pardon some, 
at least, of those criminals. In the revulsion of 
his feeling his interference stood revealed now 
as guilty and futile meddling. It appeared to 
him obvious that the general would never even 
consent to listen to his petition. He could never 
save those men, and he had only made himself 
responsible for the sufferings added to the cruelty 
of their fate. 


Then go at once and get the key from the 
adjutant,” said Lieutenant Santierra. 
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The sergeant shook his head wth a sort of 
bashful smile, while his eyes glanced sideways at 
Caspar Ruiz’s face, motionless and silent, staring 
through the bars at the bottom of a heap of other 
haggard, distorted, yelling faces. 

His worship the adjutant de Plaza, the ser¬ 
geant murmured, was having his siesta; and 
supposing that he, the sergeant, would be al¬ 
lowed access to him, the only result he expected 
would be to have his soul flogged out of his 
body for presuming to disturb his worship's 
repose. He made a deprecatory movement wth 
his hands, and stood stock-still, looking down 
modestly upon his brown toes. 

Lieutenant Santierra glared with indignation, 
but hesitated. His handsome oval face, as smooth 
as a girl’s, flushed with the shame of his per¬ 
plexity. Its nature humiliated his spirit. His 
hairless upper lip trembled; he seemed on the 
point of either bursting into a fit of rage or into 
tears of dismay. 

Fifty years later, Ceneral Santierra, the vener¬ 
able relic of revolutionary times, was well able 
to remember the feelings of the young lieuten¬ 
ant. Since he had given up riding altogether, 
and found it difficult to walk beyond the limits 
of his garden, the general’s greatest delight was 
to entertain in his house the officers of the foreign 
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men-of-war visiting the harbour. For English¬ 
men he had a preference, as for old companions 
in arms. EnglisJi naval men of all ranks accepted 
his hospitality with curiosity, because he had 
known Lord Cochrane and had taken part, on 
board the patriot squadron commanded by that 
marvellous seaman, in the cutting-out and block¬ 
ading operations before Callao—an episode of 
xmalloyed glory in the wars of Independence and 
of endless honour in the fighting tradition of 
Englishmen. He was a fair linguist, this ancient 
survivor of the Liberating armies. A trick of 
smoothing his long white beard whenever he was 
short of a word in French or English imparted 
an air of leisurely dignity to the tone of his 
reminiscences. 


Ill 

Yes, my friends/’ he used to say to his guests, 
“ what would you have? A youth of seventeen 
summers, without worldly experience, and owing 
my rank only to the glorious patriotism of my 
father, may God rest his soul, ^suffered immense 
Mnimiliation, not so much from the disobedience 
of that subordinate, who, after all, was respon¬ 
sible for those prisoners; but I suSered because, 
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like the boy I was, I myself dreaded going to 
the adjutant for the key. I had felt, before, his 
rough and cutting tongue. Being quite a common 
fellow, with no merit except his savage valour, 
he made me feel his contempt and dislike from 
the first day I joined my battalion in garrison 
at the fort. It was only a fortnight before! I 
would have confronted liim sword in hand, but 
I shrank from the mocking brutality of his sneers. 

*' I don’t remember having been so miserable 
in my life before or since. The torment of my 
sensibility was so great that I wished the ser¬ 
geant to fall dead at my feet, and the stupid 
soldiers who stared at me to turn into corpses; 
and even those \vretches for whom my entreaties 
had procured a reprieve I wished dead also, be¬ 
cause I could not face them without shame. A 
mephitic heat like a whiS of air from hell came 
out of that dark place in which they were con¬ 
fined. Those at the window who heard what 
was going on jeered at me in very desperation; 
one of these fellows, gone mad no doubt, kept 
on urging me volubly to order the soldiers to 
fire through the window. His insane loquacity 
made my heart turn faint. And my feet were 
like lead. There was no higher officer to whom 
I could appeal. I had not even the firmness of 
spirit to simply go away. 

F 
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" Benumbed by my remorse, I stood with my 
back to the window. You must not suppose 
that all this lasted a long time. How long could 
it have been? A minute? If you measured by 
mental suffering it was like a hundred years; 
a longer time than all my life has been since. 
No, certainly, it was not so much as a minute. 
The hoarse screaming of those miserable wretches 
died out in their dry throats, and then suddenly 
a voice spoke, a deep voice muttering calmly. 
It called upon me to turn round. 

" That voice, sehores, proceeded from the 
head of Caspar Ruiz. Of his body I could see 
nothing. Some of his fellow-captives had clam¬ 
bered upon his back. He was holding them up. 
His eyes blinked without looking at me. That 
and the moving of his lips was all he seemed 
able to manage in his overloaded state. And 
when I turned round, this head, that seemed 
more than human size resting on its chin under 
a multitude of other heads, asked me whether I 
really desired to quench the thirst of the captives. 

"I said, ‘Yes, yes!' eagerly, and c^e up 
quite close to the \vindow. I was like a child, 
and did not know what would happen. I was 
anxious to be comforted in my helplessness and 
r^norse. 

*' ' Have you the authority, senor tenienU, to 
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release my wrists from their bonds ?' Caspar 
Ruiz's head asked me. 

“ His features expressed no anxiety, no hope; 
his heavy eyelids blinked upon his eyes that 
looked past me straight into the courtyard. 

“ As if in an ugly dream, I spoke, stammering: 
' What do you mean ? And how can I reach the 
bonds on your wrists ? ’ 

" ' I will try what I can do,’ he said; and 
then that large staring head moved at last, and 
all the wild faces piled up in that window dis¬ 
appeared, tumbling down. He had shaken his 
load off with one movement, so strong he was. 

"And he had not only shaken it off, but he 
got free of the crush and vanished from my 
sight. For a moment there was no one at all to 
be seen at the window. He had swung about, 
butting and shouldering, clearing a space for 
himself in the only way he could do it with his 
hands tied behind his back. 

“ Finally, backing to the opening, he pushed 
out to me between the bars his wrists, lashed 
with many turns of rope. His hands, very 
swollen, with knotted veins, looked enonnbus 
and unwieldy. I saw his bent back. It was 
very broad. His voice was like the muttering 
of a bull. 

“ ' Cut, senor Uniente ! Cut!' 
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“ I drew my sword, my new unblunted sword 
that had seen no service as yet, and severed the 
many turns of the hide rop>e. I did this with¬ 
out kno\ving the why and the wherefore of my 
action, but as it were compelled by my faith in 
that man. The sergeant made as if to cry out, 
but astonishment deprived him of his voice, and 
he remained standing wth his mouth open as if 
overtaken by sudden imbecility. 

" I sheathed my sword and faced the soldiers. 
An air of awestruck expectation had replaced 
their usual listless apathy. I heard the voice of 
Caspar Ruiz shouting inside, but the words I 
could not make out plainly. I suppose that to 
see him with his arms free augmented the in¬ 
fluence of his strength: I mean by this, the 
spiritual influence that with ignorant people at¬ 
taches to an exceptional degree of bodily vigour. 
In fact, he was no more to be feared than before, 
on account of the numbness of his arms and 
hands, which lasted for some time. 

The sergeant had recovered his power of 
speech. ' By all the saints!' he cried, ' we shall 
have to get a cavalry man with a lasso to secure 
him again, if he is to be led to the place of exe¬ 
cution. Nothing less than a good cnlazador on 
a good horse can subdue him. Your worship 
was pleased to perform a very mad thing.' 
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** I had nothing to say. I was surprised my¬ 
self, and I felt a childish curiosity to see what 
would happen. But the sergeant was thinking 
of the difficulty of controlling Caspar Ruiz when 
the time for making an example would come. 

“ ‘ Or perhaps/ the sergeant pursued vexedly, 
' we shall be obliged to shoot him down as he 
dashes out when the door is of)ened.* He was 
going to give further vent to his anxieties as to 
the proper carrying out of the sentence; but he 
interrupted himself with a sudden exclamation, 
snatched a musket from a soldier, and stood 
watchful with his eyes fixed on the window 


IV 

" Caspar Ruiz had clambered up on the sill, 
and sat down there wth his feet against the 
thickness of the wall and his knees slightly bent. 
The window was not quite broad enough for the 
length of his legs. It appeared to ray crestfallen 
perception that he meant to keep the window 
all to himself. He seemed to be taking up a 
comfortable position. Nobody inside dared to 
approach him now he could strike with his hands. 
Pot Dios ! * I heard the sergeant muttering 
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at my elbow, ‘ I shall shoot him through the 
head now, and get rid of that trouble. He is a 

condemned man.’ 

“At that I looked at him angrily. ’The 
general has not confirmed the sentence,’ I said— 
though I knew well in my heart that these were 
but vain words. The sentence required no con¬ 
firmation. ' You have no right to shoot him 

unless he tries to escape,’ I added firmly. 

■“But sangre de Dios! ’ the sergeant yelled 
out, bringing his musket up to the shoulder, he 

is escaping now. Look! ’ 

" But I, as if that Caspar Ruiz had cast a 

sjx-'ll upon me, struck the musket upward, and 

the bullet flew over the roofs somewhere. The 

sergeant dashed his arm to the ground and 

stared. He might have commanded the soldiers 

to fire, but he did not. And if he had he would 

not have been obeyed, I think, just then. 

■■ With his feet against the thickness of the 
wall, and his hairy hands grasping the iron bar, 
Caspar sat stiU. It was an attitude. Nothing 
happened for a time. And suddenly it dawned 
upon us that he was straightening his bowed 
back and contracting his arms. His lips were 
twisted into a snarl. Next thing we perceived 
was that the bar of forged iron was being bent 
slowly by the mightiness of his pull. The sun 
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was beating full upon his cramped, unquivering 
figure. A shower of sweat-drops burst out of his 
forehead. Watching the bar grow crooked, I saw 
a little blood ooze from under his finger-nails. 
Then he let go. For a moment he remained 
all huddled up, with a hanging head, looking 
drowsily into the upturned palms of his mighty 
hands. Indeed he seemed to have dozed off. 
Suddenly he flung himself backwards on the sill, 
and setting the soles of his bare feet against 
the other middle bar, he bent that one too, but 
in the opposite direction from the first. 

“ Such was his strength, w'hich in this case 
relieved my painful feelings. And the man seemed 
to have done nothing. Except for the change of 
position in order to use his feet, which made us 
all start by its swiftness, my recollection is that 
of immobility. But he had bent the bars wide 
apart. And now he could get out if he liked; 
but he dropped his legs inwards, and looking 
over his shoulder beckoned to the soldiers. * Hand 
up the water,* he said. * I will give them all a 
drink.* 

He was obeyed. For a moment I expected 
man and bucket to disappear, overwhelmed by 
the rush of eagerness; I thought they would 
pull him down with their teeth. There \^as a^ 
nish, but holding the bucket on his lap he 
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repulsed the assault of those wretches by the 
mere swinging of his feet. They flew baclcvv^ds 
at every kick, yelling with pain; and the soldiers 

laughed, gazing at the window. 

" They all laughed, holding their sides, except 

the sergeant, who was gloomy and morose. He 
was afraid the prisoners would rise and break 
out—which w'ould have been a bad example. 
But there was no fear of that, and I stood my¬ 
self before the window with my drawn sword. 
Wlien sufficiently tamed by the strength of 
Caspar Ruiz, they came up one by one, stretch¬ 
ing their necks and presenting their lips to the 
edge of the bucket which the strong man tilted 
towards them from his knees with an extra¬ 
ordinary air of charity, gentleness and compas¬ 
sion. That benevolent appearance was of course 
the effect of his care in not spilling the water 
and of his attitude as he sat on the sill; for, 
if a man lingered with his lips glued to the rim 
of the bucket after Caspar Ruiz had said ' You 
have had enough,’ there would be no tenderness 
or mercy in the shove of the foot which would 
send him groaning and doubled up far into the 
interior of the prison, where he would knock 
down two or three others before he fell himself. 
They came up to him again and again; it looked 
as if they meant to drink the well dry before 
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going to their death; but the soldiers were so 
amused by Caspar Ruiz's systematic proceedings 
that they carried the water up to the window 
cheerfully. 

" When the adjutant came out after his siesta 
there was some trouble over this affair, I can 
assure you. And the worst of it, that the general 
whom we expected never came to the castle 
that day," 

The guests of Ceneral Santierra unanimously 
expressed their regret that the man of such 
strength and patience had not been saved. 

" He was not saved by my interference," said 
the Ceneral. "The prisoners were led to exe¬ 
cution half an hour before sunset. Caspar Ruiz, 
contrary to the sergeant's apprehensions, gave 
no trouble. There was no necessity to get a 
cavalry man with a lasso in order to subdue 
him, as if he were a wild bull of the campo. I 
believe he marched out with his arms free 
amongst the others who were bound. I did not 
see. I was not there. I had been put under 
arrest for interfering with the prisoner’s guard. 
About dusk, sitting dismally in my quarters, I 
heard three volleys fired, and thought that T 
' should never hear of Caspar Ruiz ag^. He fell 
with the others. But we were to hear of him 
nevertheless, though the sergeant boasted that, 
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as he lay on his face expiring or dead in the 
heap of the slain, he had slashed his neck with 
a sword. He had done this, he said, to make 
sure of ridding the world of a dangerous traitor. 

" I confess to you, senores, that I thought of 
that strong man with a sort of gratitude, and 
with some admiration. He had used his strength 
honourably, v There dwelt, then, in his soul 
fierceness corresponding to the vigour of his 
body.” 


V 

Caspar Ruiz, who could with ease bend apart 
the heavy iron bars of the prison, was led out 
with others to summary execution. “ Every 
bullet has its billet," runs the proverb. All the 
merit of proverbs consists in the concise and 
picturesque expression. In the surprise of our 
minds is found their persuasiveness. In other 
words, we are struck and convinced by the shock. 

UTrat surprises us is the form, not the sub¬ 
stance. Proverbs are art—cheap art. As a general 
rule they are not true; unless indeed they hap¬ 
pen to be mere platitudes, as for instance the 
proverb, " Half a loaf is better than no bread," 
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or " A miss is as good as a mile.” Some pro¬ 
verbs are simply imbecile, others are immoral. 
That one evolved out of the naive heart of the 
great Russian people. “ Man discharges the piece, 
but God carries the bullet,” is piously atrocious, 
and at bitter variance \vith the accepted con¬ 
ception of a compassionate God. It would in¬ 
deed be an inconsistent occupation for the 
Guardian of the poor, the innocent and the help¬ 
less, to carry the bullet, for instance, into the 
heart of a father. 

Caspar Ruiz was childless, he had no wife, he 
had never been in love. He had hardly ever 
spoken to a woman, beyond his mother and the 
ancient negress of the household, whose wrinkled 
skin was the colour of cinders, and whose lean 
body was bent double from age. If some bullets 
from those muskets fired off at fifteen paces 
were specifically destined for the heart of Caspar 
Ruiz, they aU missed their billet. One, however, 
carried away a small piece of his ear, and an¬ 
other a fragment of flesh from his shoulder. 

A red and imclouded sun setting into a purple 
ocean looked with a fiery stare upon the enor¬ 
mous wall of the Cordilleras, worthy witnesses 
of his glorious extinction. But it is inconceiv¬ 
able that it should have seen the ant-like men 
busy with their absurd and insignificant trials 
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of killing and dying for reasons that, apart from 
being generally childish, were also imperfectly 
understood. It did light up, however, the backs 
of the firing party and the faces of the con¬ 
demned men. Some of them had fallen on their 
loiccs, others remained standing, a few averted 
their heads from the levelled barrels of muskets. 
Caspar Ruiz, upright, the burliest of them all, 
hung his big shock head. The low sun dazzled 
him a little, and he counted himself a dead man 
already. 

He fell at the first discharge. He fell because 
he thought he was a dead man. He struck the 
ground heavily. The jar of the fall surprised 
him. I am not dead apparently/’ he thought 
to himself, when he heard the execution platoon 
reloading its arms at the word of command. It 
was then that the hope of escape dawned upon 
him for the first time. He remained lying 
stretched out with rigid limbs under the weight 
of two bodies collapsed crosswise upon his back. 

By the time the soldiers had fired a third 
volley into the slightly stirring heaps of the slain, 
the sun had gone out of sight, and almost im¬ 
mediately with the darkening of the ocean dusk 
fell upon the coasts of the young Republic. 
Above the gloom of the lowlands the snowy 
peaks of the Cordillera remained luminous and 
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crimson for a long time. The soldiers before 
marching back to the fort sat do\Mi to smoke. 

The sergeant with a naked sword in his hand 
strolled away by himself along the heap of the 
dead. He was a humane man, and watched for 
any stir or twitch of limb in the merciful idea 
of plunging the point of his blade into any body 
giving the slightest sign of life. But none of the 
bodies afforded him an opportunity for the dis¬ 
play of this charitable intention. Not a muscle 
twitched amongst them, not even the powerful 
muscles of Caspar Ruiz, who, deluged with the 
blood of his neighbours and shamming death, 
strove to appear more lifeless than the others. 

He was lying face down. The sergeant recog¬ 
nised him by his stature, and being himself a 
very small man, looked with envy and contempt 
at the prostration of so much strength. He had 
always disliked that particular soldier. Moved 
by an obscure animosity, he inflicted a long 
gash across the neck of Caspar Ruiz, with some 
vague notion of making sure of that strong man’s 
death, as if a powerful physique were more able 
to resist the bullets. For the sergeant had no 
doubt that Caspar Ruiz had been shot through 
in many places. Then he passed on, and shortly 
aftenvards marched off with his men, leaving 
the bodies to the care of crows and vultures. 
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Caspar Ruiz had restrained a cry, though it 
had seemed to him that his head was cut off at 
a blow; and when darkness came, shakmg off 
the dead, whose weight had oppressed him, he 
crawled away over the plain on his hands and 
knees. After drinking deeply, like a wounded 
beast, at a shallow stream, he ^umed an up¬ 
right posture, and staggered on light-headed and 
aimless, as if lost amongst the stars of the clear 
night. A small house seemed to rise out of the 
ground before him. He stumbled into the porch 
and struck at the door with his fist. There was 
not a gleam of light. Caspar Ruiz might have 
thought that the inhabitants had fled from it, 
as from many others in the neighbourhood, 
had it not been for the shouts of abuse that 
answered his thumping. In his feverish and 
enfeebled state the angry screaming seemed to 
him part of a hallucination belonging to the 
weird dreamlike feeling of his unexpected con-^ 
demnation to death, of the thirst suffered, of the 
volleys fired at him within fifteen paces, of his 
head being cut off at a blow. “ Open the door! 
he cried. " Open in the name of C^! " 

An infuriated voice from within jeered at him: 
" Come in, come in. This house belongs to you. 
All this land belongs to you. Come and take 
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“ For the love of God,” Caspar Ruiz mur¬ 
mured. 

** Does not all the land belong to you patriots ? ” 
the voice on the other side of the door screamed 
on. " Are you not a patriot? ” 

Caspar Ruiz did not know. " I am a wounded 
man,” he said apathetically. 

All became still inside. Caspar Ruiz lost the 
hope of being admitted, and lay down under the 
porch just outside the door. He was utterly 
careless of what \vzs going to happen to him. 
All his consciousness seemed to be concentrated 
in his neck, where he felt a severe pain. His 
indifference as to his fate was genuine. 

The day was breaking when he awoke from a 
feverish doze; the door at which he had knocked 
in the dark stood wide open now, and a girl, 
steadying herself with her outspread arms, 
leaned over the threshold. Lying on his back, 
he stared up at her. Her face was pale and her 
eyes were very dark; her hair hung down black 
as ebony against her white cheeks; her lips were 
full and red. Beyond her he saw another head 
with long grey hair, and a thin old face with a 
pair of anxiously clasped hands under the chin. 
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“ I KNEW those people by sight/' General San- 
ticrra would tell his guests at the dining-table. 
“ I mean the people with whom Caspar Ruiz 
found shelter. The father was an old Spaniard* 
a man of property, ruined by the revolution. 
His estates, his house in town, his money, every¬ 
thing he had in the world had been confiscated 
by proclamation, for he was a bj^ttci^ foe of ou r 
jn ^«^p«-nfUmce . From a position of ^eat dignity 
and influence on the Viceroy's Council he became 


of less importance than his own negro slaves 
made free by our glorious revolution. He had 
not even the means to flee the country, as other 
Spaniards had managed to do. It may be that, 
wandering ruined and houseless, and burdened 
with nothing but his life, which was left to him 
by the clemency of the Provisional Government, 
he had simply walked under that broken roof of 
old tiles. It was a lonely spot. There did not 
seem to be even a dog belonging to the place. 
But though the roof had holes, as if a cannon¬ 
ball or two had dropped through it, the wooden 
shutters were thick and tight<losed all the 

time. 
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" My way took me frequently along the path 
in front of that miserable rancho. I rode from 
the fort to the town almost every evening, to 
sigh at the window of a lady I was in love with, 
then. When one is young, you understand. . . . 
She was a good patriot, you may be sure. Cabal¬ 
leros, credit me or not, political feeling ran so 
high in those days that I do not believe I could 
have been fascinated by the charms of a woman 
of Royalist opinions. ..." 

Murmurs of amused incredulity all round the 
table interrupted the General; and while they 
lasted he stroked his white beard gravely. 

" Schorcs," he protested, “ a Royalist was a 
monster to our overwrought feelings. I am telling 
you this in order not to be suspected of the 
slightest tenderness towards that old Royalist's 
daughter. Moreover, as you know, my affections 
were engaged elsewhere. But I could not help 
noticing her on rare occasions when with the 
front door open she stood in the porch. 

"You must know that this old Royalist was 
as crazy as a man can be. His political mis¬ 
fortunes, his total downfall and ruin, had dis¬ 
ordered his mind. To show his contempt for 
what we patriots could do, he affected to laugh 
at his imprisonment, at the confiscation of his 

lands, the burning of his houses, and the misery 
c 
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to which he and his womenfolk were r^uced. 
This habit of laughing had grown upon so 
that he would begin to laugh and shout directly 
he caught sight of any stranger. That was the 

form of his madness. , , . 

"I of course, disregarded the noise of that 

madman with that feeling of superiority the suc¬ 
cess of our cause inspired in us Americans. I 
suppose I really despised him because he was an 
old Castilian, a Spaniard bom, and a Royalist. 
Those were certainly no reasons to scorn a man; 
but for centuries Spaniards bom had shown 
their contempt of us Americans, men as well 
descended as themselves, simply because we were 
what they caUed colonists. We had been kept 
in abasement and made to feel our inferiority in 
social intercourse. And now it was our turn. It 

was safe for us patriots to display the same 
sentiments ; and I being a young patriot, son 
of a patriot, despised that old Spaniard, and 
despising him I naturally disregarded his abuse, 
though it was annoying to my feelings. Others 
perhaps would not have been so forbearing. 

•‘He would begin with a great yell—' I see a 
patriot. Another of them! ’ long before I came 
abreast of the house. The tone of his senseless 
revilings, mingled with bursts of laughter, was 
sometimes piercingly shrill and sometimes grave. 
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It was all very mad; but I felt it incumbent 
upon ray dignity to check my horse to a walk 
\vithout even glancing towards the house, as if 
that man's abusive clamour in the porch were 
less than the barking of a cur. I rode by, pre¬ 
serving an expression of haughty indifference on 
my face. 

" It was no doubt very dignified; but I should 
have done better if I had kept my eyes open. 
A military man in war time should never con¬ 
sider himself off duty; and especially so if the 
war is a revolutionary war, when the enemy is 
not at the door, but within your very house. At 
such times the heat of passionate convictions, 
passing into hatred, removes the restraints of 
honour and humanity from many men and of 
delicacy and fear from some women. These last, 
when once they throw off the timidity and re¬ 
serve of their sex, become by the vivacity of 
their intelligence and the violence of their merci¬ 
less resentment more dangerous than so many 
armed giants." 

The General's voice rose, but his big hand 
stroked his white beard t\vice with an effect of 
venerable calmness. '* Si, sehores! Women are 
ready to rise to the heights of devotion un¬ 
attainable by us men, or to sink into the 
depths of abasement which amazes our masculine 
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prejudices. I am speaking now of exceptional 

women, you understand. . . .” 

Here one of the guests observed that he had 
never met a woman yet who was not capable of 
turning out quite exceptional under circumstances 
that would engage her feelings strongly. That 
sort of superiority in recklessness they have over 
us.” he concluded, " makes of them the more 


interesting half of mankind.” 

The General, who bore the interruption with 

gravity, nodded courteous assent. Si. Si, 
Under circumstances. . . . Precisely. They can 
do an infinite deal of mischief sometimes in 
quite unexpected ways. For who could have 
imagined that a young girl, daughter of a ruined 
Royalist whose life itself was held only by the 
contempt of his enemies, would have had the 
power to bring death and devastation upon two 
flourishing provinces and cause serious anxiety 
to the leaders of the revolution in the very hour 
of its success! ” He paused to let the wonder of 


it penetrate our minds. 

" Death and devastation,” somebody mur¬ 
mured in surprise: ‘ ‘ how shocking I 

The old General gave a glance in the direction 
of the murmur and went on. “ Yes. Tliat is, 
war—calamity. But the means by which she 
obtained the power to work this havoc on our 
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southern frontier seem to me, who have seen her 
and spoken to her, still more shocking. That 
particular thing left on my mind a dreadful 
amazement which the further experience of life, 
of more than fifty years, has done nothing to 
diminish." He looked round as if to make sure 
of our attention, and, in a changed voice: " I 
am, as you know, a republican, son of a Liber¬ 
ator," he declared. " My incomparable mother, 
God rest her soul, was a Frenchwoman, the 
daughter of an ardent republican. As a boy I 
fought for liberty; Tve always believed in the 
•equality of men; and as to their brotherhood, 
that, to my mind, is even more certain. Look 
at the fierce animosity they display in their 
differences. And what in the world do you 
know that is more bitterly fierce than brothers* 
quarrels? *’ 

All absence of cynicism checked an inclination 
to smile at this view of human brotherhood. On 
the contrary, there was in the tone the melan¬ 
choly natural to a man profoundly humane at 
heart who from duty, from conviction and from 
necessity, had played his part in scenes of ruth¬ 
less violence. 

The General had seen much of fratricidal strife. 
" Certainly. There is no doubt of their brother¬ 
hood," he insisted. " All men are brothers, and 
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as such know almost too much of each other. 
But "—and here in the old patriarchal head, 
white as silver, the black eyes humorously 
twinkled—“ if we are all brothers, all the women 
are not our sisters." 

One of the younger guests was heard mur¬ 
muring his satisfaction at the fact. But the 
General continued, with deliberate earnestness: 

" They are so different! The tale of a king who 
took a beggar-maid for a partner of his throne 
may be pretty enough as we men look upon 
oxirselves and upon love. But that a young girl, 
famous for her haughty beauty and, only a short • 
time before, the admired of all at the balls in 
the Viceroy's palace, should take by the hand a 
gaasso, a common peasant, is intolerable to our 
sentiment of women and their love. It is mad¬ 
ness. Nevertheless it happened. But it must 
be said that in her case it was the madness of 
hate—not of love." 

After presenting this excuse in a spirit of 
chivalrous justice, the General remained silent 
for a time. " I rode past the house every day 
almost,” he began again, " and this was what 
was going on within. But how it was going on 
no mind of man can conceive. Her desperation 
must have been extreme, and Caspar Ruiz was 
a docile fellow. He had been an obedient soldier. 
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His strength was like an enormous stone lying 
on the ground, ready to be hurled this way or 
that by the hand that picks it up. 

“ It is clear that he would tell his story to the 
people who gave him the shelter he needed. And 
he needed assistance badly. His wound was not 
dangerous, but his life was forfeited. The old 
Royalist being wrapped up in his laughing mad¬ 
ness, the two women arranged a hiding-place 
for the wounded man in one of the huts amongst 
the fruit trees at the back of the house. That 
hovel, an abundance of clear water while the 
fever was on him, and some words of pity were 
all they could give. I suppose he had a share 
of what food there was. And it would be but 
little; a handful of roasted com, perhaps a dish 
of beans, or a piece of bread with a few figs. 
To such misery were those proud and once 
wealthy people reduced.'^^ 


VII 

General Santierra was right in his^sSrmise. 
Such was the exact nature of the aSElarire 
which Caspar Ruiz, peasant son of peasants, 
received from the Royalist family whose daughter 
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had opened the door of their miserable refuge 
to his extreme distress. Her sombre resolution 
ruled the madness of her father and the trem¬ 
bling bewilderment of her mother. 

She had asked the strange man on the door¬ 
step, " Who wounded you? ” 

“ The soldiers, sehora,” Caspar Ruiz had 
answered, in a faint voice. 

“ Patriots? ” 

“ Sir 

" What for? ” 

” Deserter,” he gasped, leaning against the 
wall under the scrutiny of her black eyes. '* I 
was left for dead over there.” 

She led him through the house out to a small 
hut of clay and reeds, lost in the long grass of 
the overgroNvn orchard. He sank on a heap of 
maize straw in a comer, and sighed profoundly. 

” No one will look for you here,” she said, 
looking down at him. ” Nobody comes near us. 
We too have been left for dead—here.” 

He stirred uneasily on his heap of dirty straw, 
and the pain in his neck made him groan deliri¬ 
ously. 

” I shall show Estaban some day that I am 
alive yet,” he mumbled. 

He accepted her assistance in silence, and the 
many days of pain went by. Her appearances 
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in the hut brought him relief and became con¬ 
nected with the feverish dreams of angels which 
visited his couch; for Caspar Ruiz was instructed 
in the mysteries of his religion, and had even 
been taught to read and write a little by the 
priest of his village. He waited for her with 
impatience, and saw her pass out of the dark 
hut and disappear in the brilliant sunshine with 
poignant regret. He discovered that, while he 
lay there feeling so very weak, he could, by 
closing his eyes, evoke her face with considerable 
distinctness. And this discovered faculty charmed 
the long solitary hours of his convalescence. 
Later, when he began to regain his strength, he 
would creep at dusk from his hut to the house 
and sit on the step of the garden door. 

In one of the rooms the mad father paced to 
and fro, muttering to himself with short abrupt 
laughs. In the passage, sitting on a stool, the 
mother sighed and moaned. The daughter, in 
rough threadbare clothing, and her white hag¬ 
gard face half hidden by a coarse manta, stood 
leaning against the lintel of the door. Caspar 
Ruiz, with his elbows propped on his knees and 
his head resting in his hands, talked to the tw'o 
women in an undertone. 


The common misery of destitution would have 


made a bitter mockery 


of a marked insistence 
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on social differences. Caspar Ruiz understood 
this in his simplicity. From his captivity amongst 
the Royalists he could give them news of people 
they knew. He described*their appearance; and 
when he related the story of the battle in which 
he was recaptured the two women lamented the 
blow to their cause and the ruin of their secret 
hopes. 

He had no feeling either way. But he felt 
a great devotion for that young girl. In his 
desire to appear worthy of her condescension, he 
boasted a little of his bodily strength. He had 
nothing else to boast of. Because of that quality 
his comrades treated him with as great a defer¬ 
ence, he explained, as though he had been a 
sergeant, both in camp and in battle. 

“ I could always get as many as I wanted to 
follow me anjrwhere, sehorita. I ought to have 
been made an officer, because I can read and 
write.” 

Behind him the silent old lady fetched a 
moaning sigh from time to time; the distracted 
father muttered to himself, pacing the sola ; and 
Caspar Ruiz would raise his eyes now and then 
to look at the daughter of these people. 

He would look at her with curiosity because 
she was alive, and also with that feeling of famili¬ 
arity and awe with which he had contemplated 
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in churches the inanimate and powerful statues 
of the saints, whose protection is invoked in 
dangers and difficulties. His difficulty was very 

He could not remain hiding in an orchard for 
ever and ever. He knew also very well that before 
he had gone half a day's journey in any direction, 
he would be picked up by one of the cavalry 
patrols scouring the country, and brought into 
one or another of the camps where the patriot 
army destined for the liberation of Peru was 
collected. There he would in the end be recog¬ 
nised as Caspar Ruiz—the deserter to the Royal¬ 
ists—and no doubt shot very effectually this 
time. There did not seem any place in the world 
for the innocent Caspar Ruiz anywhere. And 
at this thought his simple soul surrendered itself 
to gloom and resentment as black as night. 

They had made him a soldier forcibly. He 
did not mind being a soldier. And he had been 
a good soldier as he had been a good son, be¬ 
cause of his docility and his strength. But now 
there was no use for either. They had taken 
him from his parents, and he could no longer 
be a soldier—not a good soldier at any rate. 
Nobody would listen to his explanations. What 
injustice it was! What injustice! 

And in a mournful murmur he would go over 
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the story of his capture and recapture for the 
twentieth time. Then, raising his eyes to the 
silent girl in the doorway, “ Si, senoriia,” he 
would say with a deep sigh, “ injustice has made 
this poor breath in my body quite worthless to 
me and to anybody else. And I do not care who 
robs me of it." 

One evening, as he exhaled thus the plaint of 
his wounded soul, she condescended to say that, 
if she were a man, she would consider no life 
worthless which held the possibility of revenge. 

She seemed to be speaking to herself. Her 
^ was low.^ Ho drank in the gentle, as if 
" ^drean^^is^t^ yvith a consciousness of peculiar 
'^iiAtV oPsomething w^arming his breast like a 
draught of generous wine. 

“ True, sehorita,” he said, raising his face up 
to hers slowly: “ there is Estaban. who must be 
showm that I am not dead after all." 

The mutterings of the mad father had ceased 
long before; the sighing mother had \vithdrawn 
somewhere into one of the empty rooms. All 
was still within as well as without, in the moon¬ 
light bright as day on the wild orchard full of 
inky shadows. Caspar Ruiz saw the dark eyes 
of Doha Erminia look down at him. 

“Ah! The sergeant," she muttered disdain¬ 
fully. 
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“ Why! He has wounded me with his sword/' 
he protested, bewildered by the contempt that 
seemed to shine livid on her pale face. 

She crushed him with her glance. The power 
of her will to be understood was so strong that 
it kindled in him the intelligence of unexpressed 
things. 

“What else did you expect me to do? “ he 
cried, as if suddenly driven to despair. “ Have 
I the power to do more? Am I a general with 
an army at my back?—miserable sinner that I 



“Senores,” related the General to his guests, 
“ though my thoughts were of love then, and 
therefore enchanting, the sight of that house 
always affected me disagreeably, especially in 
the moonlight, when its close shutters and its 
air of lonely neglect appeared sinister. Still I 
went on using the bridle-path by the ravine, 
because it was a short cut. The mad Royalist 
howled and laughed at me every evening to 
his complete satisfaction; but after a time, as 
if wearied with my indifference, he ceased to 
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appear in the porch. How they persuaded him to 
leave off I do not know. However, with Caspar 
Ruiz in the house there would have been no 
difficulty in restraining him by force. It was 
part of their policy in there to avoid any¬ 
thing which could provoke me. At least, so I 
suppose. 

“ Notwithstanding my infatuation with the 
brighest pair of eyes in Chile, I noticed the ab¬ 
sence of the old man after a week or so. A few 
more days passed. I began to think that perhaps 
these Royalists had gone away somewhere else. 
But one evening, as I was hastening towards the 
city, I saw again somebody in the porch. It was 
not the madman; it was the girl. She stood 
holding on to one of the wooden columns, tall 
and white-faced, her big eyes sunk deep with 
ppvation and sorrow. I looked hard at her, and 
she. met my stare with a strange, inquisitive 
look^ Then, as I turned my head after riding 
past, she seemed to gather courage for the act, 
and absolutely beckoned me back. 

“ I obeyed, senores, almost without thinking, 
so great tvas my astonishment. It was greater 
still when I heard what she had to say. She 
began by thanking me for my forbearance of 
her father's infirmity, so that I felt ashamed of 
myself. I had meant to show disdain, not for- 
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bearance! Every word must have burnt her 
lips, but she never departed from a pntle and 
melancholy dignity which filled me with respect 
against my wUl. Senores, we are no match for 
women. But I could hardly believe my ears 
when she began her tale. Providence, she con¬ 
cluded, seemed to have preserved the life of that 
wronged soldier, who now trusted to my honour 
as a Caballero and to my compassion for his 

sufferings. 

“ ' Wronged man,' I observed coldly. ' Well, 
I think so too: and you have been harbouring 

an enemy of your cause.' 

“ ‘ He was a poor Christian crying for help at 

our door in the name of God, sehor,' she answered 
simply. 

“ I began to admire her. ‘ Where is he now?' 
I asked stiflSy. 

“ But she would not answer that question. 
With extreme cunning, and an almost fiendish 
delicacy, she managed to remind me of my 
failure in saving the live^ of the prisoners in the 
guard-room, without wounding my pride. She 
knew, of course, the whole story. Caspar Ruiz, 
she said, entreated me to procure for him a safe- 
conduct from General San Martin himself. He 
had an important communication to make to 
the Commander-in-Chief. 
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** Pot Dios, senores, she made me swallow all 
that, pretending to be only the mouthpiece of 
that poor man. Overcome by injustice, he ex¬ 
pected to find, she said, as much generosity in 
me as had been shown to him by the Royalist 
family which had given him a refuge. 

” Ha! It was well and nobly said to a young¬ 
ster like me. I thought her great. Alas! she 
was only implacable. 

“ In the end I rode away very enthusiastic 
about the business, \vithout demanding even to 
see Caspar Ruiz, who I was confident was in 


the house. 

“ But on calm reflection I began to see some 
difficulties which I had not confidence enough in 
myself to encounter. It was not easy to ap¬ 
proach a commander-in-chief with such a story. 
I feared fa ilure. At last I thought it better to lay 
the'TTlfttlcr’belore my general-of-division, Robles, 
a friend of my family, who had appointed me 
his aide-de-camp lately. 

" He took it out of my hands at once without 
any ceremony. 

' In the house! of course he is in the house/ 
he said contemptuously. ‘ You ought to have 
gone sword in hand inside and demanded his 
surrender, instead of chatting wth a Royalist 
girl in the porch. Those people should have 
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been hunted out of that long ago. Who knows 
how many spies they have harboured right in 
the very midst of our camps? A safe-conduct 
from the Commander-in-Chief! The audacity of 
the fellow! Ha! ha! Now we shall catch him 
to-night, and then we shall find out, without any 
safe-conduct, what he has got to say, that is so 
very important. Ha! ha! ha!' 

General Robles, peace to his soul, was a 
short, thick man, with round, staring eyes, 
fierce and jovial. Seeing my distress he 
added: 

“ ' Come, come, chico. I promise you his life 
if he does not resist. And that is not likely. 
We are not going to break up a good soldier if 
it can be helped. I tell you what! I am curious 
to see your strong man. Nothing but a general 
will do for the picaro —well, he shall have a 
general to talk to. Ha! ha! I shall go myself 
to the catching, and you are coming with me, of 
course.' 

" And it was done that same night. Early in 
the evening the house and the orchard w'ere 
surrounded quietly. Later on the general and 
I left a ball we were attending in town and rode 
out at an easy gallop. At some little distance 
from the house we pulled up. A mounted orderly 
held our horses. A low whistle warned the men 

H 
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watcWng all along the ravine, and we walked up 

to the porch softly. The barricaded house in 
the moonlight seemed empty. 

“ The general knocked at the door. After a 
time a woman s voice within asked who was 
^here. My chief nudged me hard. I gasped. 

“ ‘ It is I, Lieutenant Santierra,’ I stammered 
out. as if choked. ' Open the door.’ 

"It came open slowly. The girl, holding a 
thin tajser in her hand, seeing another man %vith 
me, began to back away before us slowly, shad- 
ing the light with her band. Her impassive 
white face looked ghostly. I followed behind 
General Robles. Her eyes were fixed on mine. 
I made a gesture of helplessness behind my 
chief s back, trying at the same time to give a 
reassuring expression to my face. Neither of us 
three uttered a sound. 

" We found ourselves in a room \vith bare floor 

and walls. There was a rough table and a couple 

of stools in it, nothing else whatever. An old 

woman with her grey hair hanging loose wrung 

her hands when we appeared. A peal of loud 

laughter resounded through the empty house, 

very amazing and weird. At this the old woman 
tried to get past us. 

"'Nobody to leave the room,’ said General 
Robles to me. 
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“ I swung the door to, heard the latch click, 
and the laughter became faint in our ears. 

Before another word could be spoken in that 
room I was amazed by hearing the sound of 
distant thunder. 

“ I had carried in with me into the house a 
vivid impression of a beautiful, clear, moonlight 
night, \vithout a speck of cloud in the sky. I 
could not believe my ears. Sent early abroad 
for my education, I was not familiar with the 
most dreaded natural phenomenon of my native 
land. I saw, with inexpressible astonishment, a 
look of terror in my chief's eyes. Suddenly I 
felt giddy I The general staggered against me 
heavily; the girl seemed to reel in the middle 
of the room, the taper fell out of her hand and 
the light went out; a shrill cry of Misericor- 
dia! from the old woman pierced my ears. In 
the pitchy darkness I heard the plaster off the 
walls falling on the floor. It is a mercy there 
was no ceiling. Holding on to the latch of the 
door, I heard the grinding of the roof-tiles cease 
above my head. The shock was over. 

“ ‘ Out of the house! The door! Fly, San- 
tierra, fly!* howled the general. You know, 
senores, in our country the bravest are not 
ashamed of the fear an earthquake strikes into 
all the senses of man. One never gets used to it. 
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Repeated experience only augments the mastery 
of that nameless terror. 

It was my first earthquake, and I was the 
calmest of them all. I understood that the crash 
outside was caused by the porch, with its wooden 
pillars and tiled roof projection, falling do\vn. 
rile next shock would destroy the house, maybe. 
That rumble as of thunder was approaching 
again. The general was rushing round the room, 
to find the door, perhaps. He made a noise as 
though he were trying to climb the walls, and 
I heard him chstinctly invoke the names of 
several saints. ‘ Out, out, Santierral ’ he yeUed. 

The girl s voice was the only one I did not hear. 

General,’ I cried, ‘ I cannot move the door. 
VVe must be locked in.’ 

" I did not recognise his voice in the shout of 
malediction and despair he let out. Senores, I 
know many men in my country, especially in 
the provinces most subject to earthquakes, who 
will neither eat, sleep, pray, nor even sit down 
to cards with closed doors. The danger is not 
in the loss of time, but in this—that the move¬ 
ment of the walls may prevent a door being 
opened at all. This was what had happened to 
us. We Avere trapped and we had no help to 
expect from anybody. There is no man in my 
country who will go into a house when the earth 
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trembles. There never was—except one: Caspar 
Ruiz. 

*' He had come out of whatever hole he had 
been hiding in outside, and had clambered over 
the timbers of the destroyed porch. Above the 
awful subterranean groan of coming destruction 
I heard a mighty voice shouting the word 
‘ Erminia! ’ with the lungs of a gfant. An earth¬ 
quake is a great leveller of distinctions. I col¬ 
lected all my resolution against the terror of the 
scene. ‘ She is here,’ I shouted back. A roar 
as of a fm-ious \vild beast answ’ered me—while 
my head swam, my heart sank, and the sweat 
of anguish streamed like rain off my brow. 

" He had the krength to pick up one of the 
heavy posts of the porch. Holding it under his 
armpit like a lance, but with both hands, he 
charged madly the rocking house wth the force 
of a battering-ram, bursting open the door and 
rushing in, headlong, over our prostrate bodies. 
I and the general, picking ourselves up, bolted 
out together, without looking round once till we 
got across the road. Then, clinging to each other, 
we beheld the house change suddenly into a 
heap of formless rubbish behind the back of a 
man , who Staggered towards us bearing the form 
of a woman clasped in his arms. Her long black 
hair hung nearly to his feet. He laid her down 
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reverently on the heaving earth, and the moon¬ 
light shone on her closed eyes. 

" Senores, we mounted with difficulty. Our 
horses, getting up, plunged madly, held by the 
soldiers who had come running from all sides. 
Nobody thought of catching Caspar Ruiz then. 
The eyes of men and animals shone with wild 
fear. My general approached Caspar Ruiz, who 
stood motionless as a statue above the girl. He 
let himself be shaken by the shoulder without 
detaching his eyes from her face. 

guape! * shouted the general in his ear. 
' You are the bravest man hving. You have 
saved my life. I am Ceneral Robles. Come to 
my quarters to-morrow, if God gives us the 
grace to see another day.’ 

“ He never stirred—as if deaf, without feeling, 
insensible. 

We rode away for the town, full of our rela¬ 
tions, of our friends, of whose fate we hardly 
dared to think. The soldiers ran by the side of 
our horses. Everything was forgotten in the 

immensity of the catastrophe overtaking a whole 
country.” 


Caspar Ruiz saw the girl open her eyes. The 
raising of her eyelids seemed to recall him from 
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a trance. They were hlone; the cries of terror 
and distress from homeless people filled the plains 
of the coast, remote and immense, coming like a 

whisper into their loneliness. 

She rose swiftly to her feet, darting fearful 
glances on all sides. " What is it ? ” she cried out 
low, and peering into his face. " Where am I ? ’ 
He bowed his head sadly, without a word. 

“ . . . Who are you? ” 

He knelt down slowly before her, and touched 
fVkA Vtom ftf hpr black baize skirt. Your 






slave," he said. 

She caught sight then of the heap of rubbish 
that had been the house, all misty in the cloud 
of dust. " Ah! " she cried, pressing her hand to 

her forehead. 

" I carried you out from there," he whispered 

at her feet. —-- 

" And they? " she asked in a great sob. 

He rose, and taking her by the arms, led her 
gently towards the shapeless ruin half over¬ 
whelmed by a land-slide. " Come and listen. 


he said. 

The serene 


M 


oon saw them clambering over 


that heap of stones, joists and tiles, which was 
a grave. They pressed their ears to the inter¬ 
stices, listening for the sound of a groan, for a 
sigh of pain. / 
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At last he said, “ They died swiftly. You are 
alone.” 

She sat down on a piece of broken timber and 
put one arm across her face. He waited—then, 
approaching his lips to her ear, ” Let us go,” 
he whispered. 

” Never—never from here,” she cried out, 
flinging her arms above her head. 

He stooped over her, and her raised arms fell 
upon his shoulders. He lifted her up, steadied 
himself and began to walk, looking straight be¬ 
fore him. 

” What are you doing? ” she asked feebly. 

” I am escaping from my enemies,” he said, 
never once glancing at his light burden. 

'* With me? ” she sighed helplessly. 

” Never without you,” he said. ” You are my 
strength.” 

He pressed her close to him. His face was 
grave and his footsteps steady. The conflagra¬ 
tions bursting out in the ruins of destroyed vil¬ 
lages dotted the plain with red fires; and the 
sounds of distant lamentations, the cries of 

Mtsericordta! Misericordia f ” made a desolate 
murmur in his ears. He walked on, soleirm and 
collected, as if carrying something holy, fragile 
and precious. 

The earth rocked at times under his feet. 
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With movements of mechanical care and an air 
of abstraction old General Santierra lighted a 
long and thick cigar. 

“ It was a good many hours before we could 
send a party back to the ravine,” he said to his 
guests. ” We had found one-third of the town 
laid low, the rest shaken up; and the inhabit¬ 
ants, rich and poor, reduced to the same state 
of distraction by the universal disaster. The 
affected cheerfulness of some contrasted with the 
despair of others. In the general confusion a 
number of reckless thieves, without fear of God 
or man, became a danger to those who from the 
downfall of their homes had managed to save 
some valuables. Crybg ‘ Misericordia ' louder 
than any at every tremor, and beating their 
breasts with one hand, these scoundrels robbed 
the poor \ictims with the other, not even stop¬ 
ping short of murder. 

” General Robles’ division was occupied en¬ 
tirely in guarding the destroyed quarters of the 
town from the depredations of these inhuman 
monsters. Taken up with my duties of orderly 
officer, it was only in the morning that I could 
assure myself of the safety of my own family. 
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My mother and my sisters had escaped with 
their lives from that ball-room, where I had left 
them early in the evening. I remember those 
two beautiful young women—God rest their souls 
—as if I saw them this moment, in the garden of 
our destroyed house, pale but active, assisting 
some of our poor neighbours, in their soiled ball- 
dresses and with the dust of fallen walls on their 
hair. As to my mother, she had a stoical soul 
in her frail b^y. Half-covered by a costly 
shawl, she was lying on a rustic scat by the side 
of an ornamental basin whose fountain had 
ceased to play for ever on that night. 

I had hardly had time to embrace them all 
with transports of joy, when my chief, coming 
along, dispatched me to the ravine with a few 
soldiers, to bring in my strong man, as he called 
him, and that pale girl. 

But there was no one for us to bring in. A 
land-slide had covered the ruins of the house; 
and it was like a large mound of earth with only 
the ends of some timbers visible here and there 
—nothing more. 

“ Thus were the tribulations of the old Royalkt 
couple ended. An enormous and unconsecrated 
grave had swallowed them up alive, in their un¬ 
happy obstinacy against the will of a people to 
be free. And their daughter was gone. 
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" That Caspar Ruiz had carried her off I 
understood very well. But as the case was not 
foreseen, I had no instructions to pursue them. 
And certainly I had no desire to do so. I had 
grown mistrustful of my interference. It had 
never been successful, and had not even ap¬ 
peared creditable. He was gone. Well, let him 
go. And he had carried off the Royalist girl! 
Nothing better. Vaya con Dios. This was not 
the time to bother about a deserter who, justly 
or unjustly, ought to have been dead, and a 
girl for whom it would have been better to have 

never been bom. 

" So I marched my men back to the town. 

"After a few days, order having been re¬ 
established, all the principal families, including 
my own, left for Santiago. We had a fine house 
there. At the same time the division of Robles 
was moved to new cantonments near the capital. 
This change suited very well the state of my 
domestic and amorous feelings. 

" One night, rather late, I was called to my 
chief. I found Ceneral Robles in his quarters, 
at ease, with his uniform off, drinking neat 
brandy out of a tumbler—^as a precaution, he 
used to say, against the sleeplessness induced by 
the bites of mosquitoes. He was a good soldier, 
and he taught me the art and practice of war. 


I 
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No doubt God has been merciful to his soul; for 
his motives were never other than patriotjg, if 
his character was irascible. As tiTthe use of 
mosquito nets, he considered it effemmate, shame¬ 
ful—unworthy of a soldier. 

“ I noticed at the first glance that his face, 
already very red, wore an expression of high 
good-humour. 

' Aha! senor tenicntcj he cried loudly, as I 
saluted at the door. ' Behold! Your strong man 
has turned up again.* 

“ He extended to me a folded letter, which I 
saw was superscribed ' To the Commander-in- 
Chief of the Republican Armies.' 

“ * This,' General Robles went on in his loud 
voice, * was thrust by a boy into the hand of a 
sentry at the Quartel General, while the fellow 
stood there thinking of his girl, no doubt—for 
before he could gather his wits together, the boy 
had disappeared amongst the market people, and he 
protests he could not recognise him to save his life.’ 

" My chief told me further that the soldier 
had given the letter to the sergeant of the guard, 
and that ultimately it had reached the hands of 
our generalissimo. His Excellency had deigned 
to take cognisance of it with his own eyes. After 
that he had referred the matter in confidence to 
General Robles. 
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“ The letter, sehores, I cannot now recollect 
textualJy. 1 saw the signature of Caspar Ruiz. 
He was an audacious fellow. He had snatched 
a soul for himself out of a cataclysm, remember. 
And now it was that soul which had dictated the 
terms of his letter. Its tone was very indepen¬ 
dent. I remember it struck me at the time as 
noble—dignified. It was, no doubt, her letter. 
Now I shudder at the depth of its duplicity. 
Caspar Ruiz was made to complain of the in¬ 
justice of which he had been a victim. He in¬ 
voked his previous record of fidelity and courage. 
Having been saved from death by the miracu¬ 
lous interposition of Providence, he could think 
of nothing but of retrieving his character. This, 
he wrote, he could not hope to do in the ranks 
as a discredited soldier still under suspicion. He 
had the means to give a striking proof of his 
fidelity. And he ended by proposing to the 
Ceneral-in-Chief a meeting at midnight in the 
middle of the Plaza before the Moneta. The 
signal would be to strike fire with flint and steel 
three times, which was not too conspicuous and 
yet distinctive enough for recognition. 

San Martin, the great Liberator, loved men of 
audacity and courage. Besides, he was just and 
compassionate. I told him as much of the man’s 
story as I knew, and was ordered to accompany 
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him on the appointed night. The signals were 
duly exchanged. It was midnight, and the whole 
town was dark and silent. Their two cloaked 
figures came together in the centre of the vast 
Plaza, and, keeping discreetly at a distance, I 
listened for an hour or more to the murmur of 
their voices. Then the general motioned me to 
approach; and as I did so I heard San Martin, 
who was courteous to gentle and simple alike, 
offer Caspar Ruiz the hospitality of the head¬ 
quarters for the night. But the soldier refused, 
saying that he would not be worthy of that 
honour till he had done something. 

" ‘ You cannot have a common deserter for 
your guest, Excellency,' he protested with a low 
laugh, and stepping backwards, merged slowly 
into the night. 

The Commander-in-Chief observed to me, as 
we turned away: ‘ He had somebody with him, 
our friend Ruiz. I saw two figures for a moment. 
It was an unobtrusive companion.' 

“ I too had observed another figure join the 
vanishing form of Caspar Ruiz. It had the ap¬ 
pearance of a short fellow in a poncho and a big 
hat. And I wondered stupidly who it could be 
he had dared take into his confidence. I might 
have guessed it could be no one but that fatal 
girl—alas I 
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" Where he kept her concealed I do not know. 
He had—it was known afterwards—an uncle, his 
mother’s brother, a small shopkeeper in Santiago. 
Perhaps it was there that she found a roof and 
food. Whatever she found, it was poor enough 
to exasperate her pride and keep up her anger 
and hate. It is certain she did not accompany 
him on the feat he undertook to accomplish first 
of all. It was nothing less than the destruction 
of a store of war material collected secretly by 
the Spanish authorities in the south, in a town 
called Linares. Caspar Ruiz was entrusted with 
a small party only, but they proved themselves 
worthy of San Martin’s confidence. The season 
was not propitious. They had to swim swollen 
rivers. They seemed, however, to have galloped 
night and day, outriding the news of their foray, 
and holding straight for the town, a hundred 
miles into the enemy’s country, till at break of 
day they rode into it sword in hand, surprising 
the httle garrison. It fled wthout making a 
stand, leaving most of its officers in Caspar Ruiz’ 
hands. 

" A great explosion of gimpowder ended the 
conflagration of the magazines the raiders had set 
on fire without loss of time. In less than six 
hours they were riding away at the same mad 
speed, without the loss of a single man. Cood as 
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they were, such an exploit is not performed 
without a still better leadership. 

" I was dining at the headquarters when Cas¬ 
par Ruiz himself brought the news of his success. 
And it was a great blow to the Royalist troops. 
For a proof he displayed to us the garrison's flag. 
He took it from under his poncho and flung it on 
the table. The man was transfigured; there was 
something exulting and menacing in the expres¬ 
sion of his face. He stood behind General San 
Martin's chair and looked proudly at us all. He 
had a round blue cap edged with silver braid on 
his head, and we all could see a large white scar 
on the nape of his sunburnt neck. 

" Somebody asked him what he had done with 
the captured Spanish officers. 

He shrugged his shoulders scornfully. ' Wliat 
a question to ask! In a partisan war you do not 
burden yourself with prisoners. I let them go— 
and here are their sword-knots.' 

“ He flung a bunch of them on the table upon 
the flag. Then General Robles, whom I was at¬ 
tending there, spoke up in his loud, thick voice: 
‘ You did! Then, my brave friend, you do not 
know yet how a war like ours ought to be con¬ 
ducted. You should have done—this.' And he 
passed the edge of his hand across his own throat. 

" Alas, senores! It was only too true that on 
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both sides this contest, in its nature so heroic, 
was stained by ferocity. The murmurs that arose 
at General Robies’ words were by no means un¬ 
animous in tone. But the generous and brave 
San Martin praised the humane action, and 
pointed out to Ruiz a place on his right hand. 
Then risbg with a full glass he proposed a toast; 
* Caballeros and comrades-in-arms, let us drink 
the health of Captain Caspar Ruiz.’ And w'hen 
we had emptied our glasses: ' I intend,’ the Com- 
mander-in-Chief continued, ‘ to entrust him with 
tlie guardianship of our southern frontier, while 
we go afar to liberate our brethren in Peru. He 
whom the enemy could not stop from striking a 
blow at his very heart will know how to protect 
the peaceful populations we leave behind us to 
pursue our sacred task.' And he embraced the 
silent Caspar Ruiz by his side. 

“ Later on, when we all rose from table, I ap¬ 
proached the latest officer of the army with my 
congratulations. * And, Captain Ruiz,' I added, 

' perhaps you do not mind telling a man who has 
always believed in the uprightness of your char¬ 
acter, what became of Dona Errainia on that 
night ?' 

“ At this friendly question his aspect changed. 
He looked at me from imder his eyebrows with 

the heavy, dull glance of a guasso —of a peasant. 

1 
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‘ Senor UnienU' he said thickly, and as if very 
much cast down, ' do not ask me about the 
senorita, for I prefer not to think about her at all 
when I am amongst you/ 

He looked, with a frown, all about the room, 
full of smoking and talking officers. Of course I 
did not insist. 

“ These, senores, were the last words I was to 
hear him utter for a long, long time. The very 
next day we embarked for our arduous expedition 
to Peru, and we only heard of Caspar Ruiz* 
doings in the midst of battles of our own. He had 
been appointed military guardian of our southern 
province. He raised a partida. But his leniency 
to the conquered foe displeased the Civil Gover¬ 
nor, who was a formal, uneasy man, full of sus¬ 
picions. He forwarded reports against Caspar 
Ruiz to the Supreme Government; one of them 
being that he had married publicly, with great 
pomp, a woman of Royalist tendencies. Quarrels 
were sure to arise between these two men of very 
different character. At last the Civil Governor 
began to complain of his inactivity, and to hint 
at treachery, which, he wrote, would be not sur¬ 
prising in a man of such antecedents. Caspar 
Ruiz heard of it. His rage flamed up, and the 
woman ever by his side knew how to feed it with 
perfidious words. I do not know whether really 
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the Supreme Government ever did—as he com¬ 
plained afterwards—send orders for his arrest. It 
seems certain that the Civil Governor began to 
tamper with his officers, and that Caspar Ruiz 
discovered the fact. 

“ One evening, when the Governor was giving 
a tcrtuUid, Caspar Ruiz, followed by six men he 
could trust, appeared riding through the town to 
the door of the Government House, and entered 
the sala armed, his hat on his head. As the 
Governor, displeased, advanced to meet him, he 
seized the wretched man round the body, carried 
him off from the midst of the appalled guests, as 
though he were a child, and flung him down the 
outer steps into the street. An angry hug from 
Caspar Ruiz was enough to crush the life out of 
a giant, but in addition Caspar Ruiz* horsemen 
^ed their pistols at the body of the Governor as 
it lay motionless at the bottom of the stairs. 


X 

After this—as he called it—act of justice, Ruiz 
crosMd the Rio Blancc^ followed by the greater part 
of his band, and entrenched himself upon a hill. 
A company of regular troops sent out foolishly 
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against him was surrounded, and destroyed 
almost to a man. Other expeditions, though 
better organised, were equally unsuccessful. 

" It was during these sanguinary skinnish§? 
that his wife first began to appear on horseback 
at his right hand. Rendered proud and self-con¬ 
fident by his successes, Ruiz no longer charged at 
the head of his partida, but presumptuously, like 
a general directing the movements of an army, he 
remained in the rear, well mounted and motion¬ 
less on an eminence, sending out his orders. She 
was seen repieatedly at his side, and for a long 
time was mistaken for a man. There was much 
talk then of a mysterious white-faced chief, to 
whom the defeats of our troops were ascribed. 
She rode like an Indian woman, astride, wearing 
a broad-rimmed man's hat and a dark poncho. 
Afterwards, in the day of their greatest pros¬ 
perity. this poncho was embroidered in gold, 
and she wore then, also, the sword of poor Don 
Antonio de Leyva. This veteran Chilian officer, 
having the misfortune to be surrounded with his 
small force, and running short of ammunition, 
found his death at the hands of the Arauco 
Indians, the allies and auxiliaries of Caspar Ruiz. 
This was the fatal affair long remembered after¬ 
wards as the ' Massacre of the Island.' The sword 
of the unhappy officer was presented to her by 
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Peneleo, the Araucanian chief; for these Indians, 
struck by her aspect, the deathly pallor of her 
face, which no exposure to the weather seemed to 
affect, and her calm indifference under fire, looked 
upon her as a supernatural being, or at least as 
a witch. By this superstition the prestige and 
authority of Caspar Ruiz amongst these ignorant 
people were greatly augmented. She must have 
savoured her vengeance to the full on that day 
w^ien she buckled on the sword of Don Antonio 
de Leyva. It never left her side, unless she put 
on her woman’s clothes—not that she would or 


could ever use it, but she loved to feel it beating 
upon her thigh as a perpetual reminder and sym¬ 
bol of the dishonour to the arms of the Republic. 
She was insatiable. Moreover, on the path she 
had led Caspar Ruiz upon, there is no stopping. 
Escaped prisoners—and they were not many— 
used to relate how with a few whispered words 
she could change the expression of his face and 
revive his flagging animosity. They told how 
after every skirmish, after every raid, after every 
successful action, he would ride up to her and 
look into her face. Its haughty calm was never 
relaxed. Her embrace, senores, must have been 
as cold as the embrace of a statue. He tried to 
melt her icy heart in a, stream of warm blood. 
Some English naval ofi&cers who visited hiin at 
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that time noticed the strange character of his 
infatuation/* 

At the movement of surprise and curiosity in 
his audience General Santierra paused for a 
moment. 

** Yes—English naval officers/* he repeated. 

Ruiz had consented to receive them to arrange 
for the liberation of some prisoners of your 
nationality. In the territory upon which he 
ranged, from sea coast to the Cordillera, there was 
a bay where the ships of that time, after rounding 
Cape Horn, used to resort for wood and water. 
There, decoying the crew on shore, he captured 
first the whaling brig Her salt a, and aftei^vards 
made himself master by surprise rof two more 
ships, one English and one American. 

“ It was rumoured at the time that he dreamed 
of setting up a navy of his own. But that, of 
course, was impossible. Still, manning the brig 
with part of her own crew, and putting an officer 
and a good many men of his own on board, he 
sent her off to the Spanish Governor of the island 
of Chiloe with a report of his exploits, and a 
demand for assistance in the war against the 
rebels. The Governor could not do much for him; 
but he sent in return two light field-pieces, a letter 
of compliments, with a colonePs commission in 
^ the royal forces, and a great Spanish flag. This 
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standard with much ceremony was hoisted over 
his house in the heart of the Arauco country. 
Surely on that day she may have smiled on her 
guasso husband with a less haughty reserve. 

“ The senior officer of the English squadron on 
our coast made representations to our Govern¬ 
ment as to these captures. But Caspar Ruiz re¬ 
fused to treat with us. Then an English frigate 
proceeded to the bay, and her captain, doctor, 
and two lieutenants travelled inland under a safe- 
conduct. They were well received, and spent 
three days as guests of the partisan chief. A sort 
of military, barbaric state was kept up at the 
residence. It was furnished with the loot of fron¬ 
tier towns. When first admitted to the principal 
sola, they saw his wife lying down (she was not in 
good health then), with Caspar Ruiz sitting at 
the foot of the couch. His hat was lying on the 
floor, and his hands reposed on the hilt of his 
sword. 

“ During that first conversation he never re¬ 
moved his big hands from the sword-hilt, except 
once, to arrange the coverings about her, with 
gentle, careful touches. They noticed that when¬ 
ever she spoke he would fix his eyes upon her in 
a kind of expectant, breathless attention, and 
seemingly forget the existence of the world and 
his own existence too. In the course of the fare- 
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well banquet, at which she was present reclining 
on her couch, he burst forth into complaints of 
the treatment he had received. After General 
San Martin's departure he had been beset by 
spies, slandered by civil officials, his services 
ignored, his liberty and even his life threatened 
by the Chilian Government. He got up from the 
table, thundered execrations pacing the room 
wildly, then sat down on the couch at his wife's 
feet, his breast heaving, his eyes fixed on the 
floor. She reclined on her back, her head on the 
cushions, her eyes nearly closed. 

“ * And now I am an honoured Spanish officer,' 
he added in a calm voice. 

" The captain of the English frigate then took 
the opportunity to inform him gently that Lima 
had fallen, and that by the terms of a convention 
the Spaniards were withdrawing from the whole 
continent. 

" Caspar Ruiz raised his head, and \vithout 
hesitation, speaking with suppressed vehemence, 
declared that if not a single Spanish soldier w^ere 
left in the whole of South America he would per¬ 
sist in carrying on the contest against Chile to 
the last drop of blood. When he finished that mad 
tirade his v^e's long white hand w'as raised, and 
she just caressed his knee with the tips of her 
fingers for a fraction of a second. 
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“ For the rest of the officers* stay, which did 
not extend for more than half an hour after the 
banquet, that ferocious chieftain of a desperate 
partida overflowed with amiability and kindness. 
He had been hospitable before, but now it 
seemed as though he could not do enough for the 
comfort and safety of his visitors' journey back 
to their ship. 

" Nothing, I have been told, could have pre¬ 
sented a greater contrast to his late violence or 
the habitual taciturn reserve of his manner. Like 
a man elated beyond measure by an unexpected 
happiness, he overflowed with good-will, amia¬ 
bility, and attentions. He embraced the officers 
like brothers, almost with tears in his eyes. The 
released prisoners were presented each with a 
piece of gold. At the last moment, suddenly, he 
declared he could do no less than restore to the 
masters of the merchant vessels all their private 
property. This unexpected generosity caused 
some delay in the departure of the party, and 
their first march was very short. 

Late in the evening Caspar Ruiz rode up with 
an escort, to their camp fires, bringing along with 
him a mule loaded with cases of wine. He had 
come, he said, to drink a stirrup cup with his 
English friends, whom he would never see again. 
He was mellow and joyous in his temper. He 
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told stories of his own exploits, laughed like a 
boy, borrowed a guitar from the Englishmen’s 
chief muleteer, and sitting cross-legged on his 
superfine poncho spread before the glow of the 
embers, sang a guasso love-song in a tender voice. 
Then his head dropped on his breast, his hands 
fell to the ground; the guitar rolled off his knees 
—and a great hush fell over the camp after the 
love-song of the implacable partisan who had 
made so many of our people weep for destroyed 
homes and for loves cut short. 

“ Before anybody could make a sound he 
sprang up from the ground and called for his 
horse. 

* Adios, my friends!’ he cried. 'Go with 
God. I love you. And tell them well in Santiago 
that between Gaspar Ruiz, colonel of the King of 
Spain, and the republican carrion-crows of Chile 
there is war to the last breath—war! war! war!' 

“With a great yell of 'War! war! war!’ 
which his escort took up, they rode away, and the 
sound of hoofs and of voices died out in the dis¬ 
tance between the slopes of the hills. 

“ The two young English officers were con¬ 
vinced that Ruiz was mad. How do you say 
that ?—tile loose—eh ? But the doctor, an obser¬ 
vant Scotsman with much shrewdness and philo¬ 
sophy in his character, told me that it was a very 
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curious case of possession. I met him many years 
after\vards. but he remembered the experience 
very well. He told me too that in his opinion that 
woman did not lead Caspar Ruiz into the practice 
of sanguinary treachery by direct persuasion, but 
by the subtle way of awakening and keeping 
alive in his simple mind a burning sense of an 
irreparable \vrong. Maybe, maybe. But I would 
say that she poured half of her vengeful soul into 
the strong clay of that man, as you may pour 
intoxication, madness, poison into an empty cup. 

*' If he wanted war he got it in earnest when 
our victorious army began to return from Peru. 
Systematic operations were planned against this 
blot on the honour and prosperity of our hardly- 
won independence. Ceneral Robles commanded, 
with his well-known ruthless severity. Savage 
reprisals were exercised on both sides, and no 
quarter was given in the field. Having won my 
promotion in the Peru campaign, I was a captain 
on the staff. 

“ G^par-Rui z^found himsel f hard pres^d ; at 
the same time we^he^ by mean^^ a lugitive 
priest who had been carried off from his village 
presbytery, and galloped eighty miles into the 
hills to perform the christening ceremony, that a 
daughter was bom to them. To celebrate the 
event, I suppose, Ruiz executed one or two 
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brilliant forays clear away at the rear of our forces, 
and defeated the detachments sent out to cut off 
his retreat. General Robles nearly had a stroke 
of apoplexy from rage. He found another cause 
of insomnia than the bites of mosquitoes; but 
against this one, sehores, tumblers of raw brandy 
had no more effect than so much water. He took 
to railing and storming at me about my strong 
man. And from our impatience to end this in¬ 
glorious campaign, I am afraid that we young 
officers became reckless and apt to take undue 
risks on service. 

Nevertheless, slowly, inch by inch as it were, 
our columns were closing upon Caspar Ruiz, 
though he had managed to raise all the Arau- 
canian nation of wild Indians against us. Then a 
year or more later our Government became aware 
through its agents and spies that he had actually 
entered into alliance with Carreras, the so-called 
dictator of the so-called republic of Mendoza, on 
the other side of the mountains. Whether Caspar 
Ruiz had a deep political intention, or whether he 
wished only to secure a safe retreat for his wife 
and child while he pursued remorselessly against 
us his war of surprises and massacres, I cannot 
tell. The alliance, however, was a fact. Defeated 
in his attempt to check our advance from the 
sea, he retreated with his usual swiftness, and 
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preparing for another hard and hazardous tussle, 
began by sending his wife with the little girl 
across the Pequeha range of mountains, on the 
frontier of Mendoza. 


XI 

Now Carreras, under the guise of politics and 
liberalism, was a scoundrel of the deepest dye, 
and the unhappy state of Mendoza was the prey 
of thieves, robbers, traitors and murderers, who 
formed his party. He was under a noble exterior 
a man without heart, pity, honour, or conscience. 
He aspired to nothing but tyranny, and though 
he would have made use of Caspar Ruiz for 
his nefarious designs, yet he soon became aware 
that to propitiate the Chilian Government would 
answer his purpose better. I blush to say that he 
made proposals to our Government to deliver up 
on certain conditions the wife and child of the 
man who had trusted to his honour, and that this 
offer was accepted. 

" While on her way to Mendoza over the 
Pequeha pass she was betrayed by her escort of 
Carreras’ men, and given up to the officer in com¬ 
mand of a Chilian fort on the upland at the foot 
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of the main Cordillera range. This atrocious 
transaction might have cost me dear, for as a 
matter of fact I was a prisoner in Caspar Ruiz' 
camp when he received the news. I had been 
captured during a reconnaissance, my escort of a 
few troopers being speared by the Indians of his 
bodyguard. I was saved from the same fate 
because he recognised my features just in time. 
No doubt my friends thought I was dead, and I 
would not have given much for my life at any 
time. But the strong man treated me very well, 
because, he said, I had always believed in his 
innocence and had tried to serve him when he 
was a victim of injustice. 

“ * And now,' was his speech to me, ‘ you shall 
see that I always speak the truth. You are safe.* 

" I did not think I was very safe when I was 
called up to go to him one night. He paced up 
and down like a wild beast, exclaiming. ' Be¬ 
trayed ! Betrayed! * 

*' He walked up to me clenching his fists. ' I 
could cut your throat.* 

" ‘ Will that give your wife back to you? * I 
said as quietly as I could. 

“ * And the child!' he yelled out, as if mad. 
He fell into a chair and laughed in a frightfxil, 
boisterous manner. ' Oh, no, you are safe.* 

“ I assured him that his wife’s life was safe 
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too; but I did not say what I was convinced of 
—that he would never see her again. He wanted 
war to the death, and the war could only end with 
his death. 

“ He gave me a strange, inexplicable look, and 
sat muttering blankly, * In their hands. In then- 
hands.' 

“ I kept as still as a mouse before a cat. 

" Suddenly he jumped up. ‘ What am I doing 
here?' he cried; and opening the door, he yelled 
out orders to saddle and mount. ' What is it ? * 
he stammered, coming up to me. ‘ The Pequeha 
fort; a fort of palisades! Nothing. I would get 
her back if she were hidden in the very heart of 
the mountain.' He amazed me by adding, with 
an effort: ' I carried her off in my two arms while 
the earth trembled. And the child at least is 
mine. She at least is mine!' 

" Those were bizarre words; but I had no time 
for wonder. 

" * You shall go with me,' he said ^Ifntly. * I 
may want to parley, and any other messenger 
from Ruiz, the outlaw, would have his throat 
cut.’ 

'* This was true enough. Between him and the 
rest of incensed mankind there could be no com¬ 
munication, according to the customs of honour¬ 
able warfare. 
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“ In less than half an hour we were in the 
saddle, flying wildly through the night. He had 
only an escort of twenty men at his quarters, but 
would not wait for more. He sent, however, mes¬ 
sengers to Peneleo, the Indian chief then ranging 
in the foothills, directing him to bring his warriors 
to the uplands and meet him at the lake called 
the Eye of Water, near whose shores the frontier 

fort of Pequena was built. 

“ We crossed the lowlands \vith that untired 

rapidity of movement which had made Caspar 
Ruiz’ raids so famous. We followed the lower 
valleys up to their precipitous heads. The ride 
was not without its dangers. A cornice road on a 
perpendicular wall of basalt wound itself around 
a buttressing rock, and at last we emerged from 
the gloom of a deep gorge upon the upland of 

Pequena. 

It was a plain of green wiry grass and thin 
flowering bushes; but high above our heads 
patches of snow hung in the folds and crevices of 
the great waUs of rock. The little lake was as 
round as a staring eye. The garrison of the fort 
were just driving in their small herd of cattle 
when we appeared. Then the great wooden 
gates swung to, and that four-square enclosure 
of broad blackened stakes pointed at the top 
and barely hiding the grass roofs of the huts 
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inside, seemed deserted, empty, without a single 
soul. 

“ But when summoned to surrender, by a man 
who at Caspar Ruiz* order rode fearlessly for¬ 
ward, those inside answered by a volley which 
rolled him and his horse over. I heard Ruiz by 
my side grind his teeth. ‘ It does not matter,’ he 
said. ‘ Now you go.* 

“ Tom and faded as its rags were, the vestiges 
of my uniform were recognised, and I was allowed 
to approach within speaking distance; and then 
I had to wait, because a voice clamouring through 
a loophole with joy and astonishment would not 
allow me to place a word. It was the voice of 
Major Pajol, an old friend. He, like my other 
comrades, had thought me killed a long time 
ago. 

“ ‘ Put spurs to your horse, man! * he yelled, 
in the greatest excitement; ' we will swing the 
gate open for you.* 

I let the reins fall out of my hand and shook 
my head. ‘ I am on my honour,' I cried. 

" ' To him!' he shouted, with infinite disgust. 

“ ‘ He promises you your life.* 

“ * Our life is our own. And do you, Santierra, 
advise us to surrender to that rastrero ?' 

" ' No!' I shouted. * But he wants his wife 
and child, and he can cut you off from water.* 

K 
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" ‘ Then she would be the first to suffer. You 
may tell him that. Look here—this is all non¬ 
sense; we shall dash out and capture you.’ 

" ‘ You shall not catch me alive,’ I said firmly. 

" ‘ Imbecile! ’ 

" ‘ For God’s sake,’ I continued hastily, ‘ do 
not open the gate.’ And I pointed at the multi¬ 
tude of Peneleo’s Indians who covered the shores 

of the lake. 

" I had never seen so many of these savages 
together. Their lances seemed as numerous as 
stalks of grass. Their hoarse voices made a vast, 
inarticulate sound like the murmur of the sea. 

" My friend Pajol was swearing to himself. 

‘ Well, then—go to the devil! ’ he shouted, ex¬ 
asperated. But as I swrung round he repented, for 
I heard him say hurriedly, ’ Shoot the fool s horse 

before he gets away.’ 

" He had good marksmen. Two shots rang 
out, and in the very act of turning my horse stag¬ 
gered, fell and lay stiU as if struck by lightning. 
1 had my feet out of the stirrups and rolled clear 
of him: but I did not attempt to rise. Neither 

dared they rush out to drag me in. 

" The masses of Indians had begun to move 
upon the fort. They rode up in squadrons, trail¬ 
ing their long chusos-. then dismounted out of 
musket-shot, and, throwing off their fur mantles. 
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advanced naked to the attack, stamping their feet 
and shouting in cadence. A sheet of flame ran 
three times along the face of the fort without 
checking their steady march. They crowded right 
up to the very stakes, flourishing their broad 
knives. But this palisade was not fastened to¬ 
gether with hide lashings in the usual way, but 
with long iron nails, which they could not cut. 
Dismayed at the failure of their usual method 
of forcing an entrance, the heathen, who had 
marched so steadily against the musketry Are, 
broke and fled under the volleys of the besieged. 

" Directly they had passed me on their advance 
I got up and rejoined Caspar Ruiz on a low ridge 
which jutted out upon the plain. The musketry 
of his own men had covered the attack, but now 
at a sign from him a trumpet sounded the ‘ Cease 
fire.' Together we looked in silence at the hope¬ 
less rout of the savages. 

“ * It must be a siege, then,' he muttered. And 
I detected him wringing his hands stealthily. 

‘‘ But what sort of siege could it be? Without 
any need for me to repeat my friend Pajol's 
message, he dared not cut the water off from the 
besieged. They had plenty of meat. And, indeed, 
if they had been short, he would have been too 
anxious to send food into the stockade had he 
been able. But, as a matter of fact, it was we on 
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the plain who were beginning to feel the pinch of 
hunger. 

" Peneleo, the Indian chief, sat by our fire 
folded in his ample mantle of guanaco skins. He 
was an athletic savage, wth an enormous square 
shock head of hair resembling a straw beehive in 
shape and size, and with grave, surly, much-lined 
features. In his broken Spanish he repeated, 
growling like a bad-tempered %vild beast, that if 
an opening ever so small were made in the stock¬ 
ade his men would march in and get the senora 
—not otherwise. 

" Caspar Ruiz, sitting opposite him, kept his 
eyes fixed on the fort night and day as it were, 
in awful silence and immobility. Meantime, by 
runners from the lowlands that arrived nearly 
every day, we heard of the defeat of one of his 
lieutenants in the Maipu valley. Scouts sent afar 
brought news of a column of infantry advancing 
through distant passes to the relief of the fort. 
They were slow, but we could trace their toilful 
progress up the lower valleys. I wondered why 
Ruiz did not march to attack and destroy this 
threatening force, in some wild gorge fit for an 
ambuscade, in accordance wth his genius for 
guerilla warfare. But his genius seemed to have 

abandoned him to his despair. 

“ It was obvious to me that he could not tear 
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himself away from the sight of the fort. I protest 
to you, sehores, that I was moved almost to pity 
by the sight of this powerless strong man sitting 
on the ridge, indifferent to sun, to rain, to cold^ 
^0 wind; with liis hands clasped round his legs 
and his chin resting on his knees, gazing—^gazing 
—gazing. 

“ And the fort he kept his eyes fastened on 
was as still and silent as himself. The garrison 
gave no sign of life. They did not even answer 
the desultory fire directed at the loopholes. 

“ One night, as I strolled past him, he, \vithout 
changing his attitude, spoke to me unexpectedly 
‘ I have sent for a gun,' he said. ' I shall have 
time to get her back and retreat before your 
Robles manages to crawl up here.' 

“ He had sent for a gun to the plains. 

" It was long in coming, but at last it came. It 
was a seven-pounder field-gun. Dismounted and 
lashed crosswise to two long poles, it had been 
carried up the narrow paths between two mules 
with ease. His wild cry of exultation at day¬ 
break when he saw the gun escort emerge from 
the valley rings in my ears now. 

“ But, senores, I have no words to depict his 
amazement, his fury, his despair and distraction, 
when he heard that the animal loaded with the 
gun-carriage had, during the last night march, 
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somehow or other tumbled dowm a precipice. He 
broke into menaces of death and torture against 
the escort. I kept out of his way all that day, 
lying behind some bushes, and wondering what 
he would do now. Retreat was left for him; but 
he could not retreat. 

" I saw below me his artillerist, Jorge, an old 
Spanish soldier, building up a sort of structure 
with heaped-up saddles. The gun. ready-loaded, 
was lifted on to that, but in the act of firing the 
whole thing collapsed and the shot flew high 
above the stockade. 

" Nothing more was attempted. One of the 
ammunition mules had been lost too, and they 
had no more than sLx shots to fire; amply enough 
to batter do\vn the gate, providing the gun was 
well laid. This was impossible without it being 
properly mounted. There was no time nor means 
to construct a carriage. Already every moment 
I expected to hear Robles’ bugle-calls echo 
amongst the crags. 

" Peneleo, wandering about uneasily, draped 
in his skins, sat down for a moment near me 
growling his usual tale. 

“ ' Make an entrada—z. hole. If make a hole, 
hueno. If not make a hole, them vamos—vre 

must go away.’ 

" After sunset I observed with surprise the 
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Indians making preparations as if for another 
assault. Their lines stood ranged in the shadows 
of.the mountains. On the plain in front of the 
fort gate I saw a group of men swaying about in 
the same place. 

" I walked down the ridge disregarded. The 
moonlight in the clear air of the uplands was as 
bright as day, but the intense shadows confused 
my sight, and I could not make out what they 
were doing. I heard the voice of Jorge, the 
artillerist, say in a queer, doubtful tone, ' It is 
loaded, senores.’ 

" Then another voice in that group pronounced 
firmly the words, ‘ Bring the riata here.’ It was 
the voice of Caspar Ruiz. 

" A silence fell, in which the popping shots of 
the besieged garrison rang out sharply. They too 
had observed the group. But the distance was 
too great, and in the spatter of spent musket-balls 
cutting up the ground, the group opened, closed, 
swayed, giving me a glimpse of busy stooping 
figures in its midst. I drew nearer, doubting 
whether this was a weird vision, a suggestive and 
insensate dream. 

“A strangely stifled voice commanded, ' Haul 
the hitches tighter.' 

"' Si, senor/ several other voices answered in 
tones of awed alacrity. 
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‘ ‘ Then the stifled voice said: ' Like this. I 
must be free to breathe.’ 

" Then there was a concerned noise of many 
men together. ' Help him up, hombres. Steady! 
Under the other arm.’ 

"That deadened voice ordered: ‘Bueno! 
Stand away from me, men.’ 

" I pushed my way through the recoiling circle, 
and heard once more that same oppressed voice 
saying earnestly: ‘ Forget that I am a living man, 
Jorge. Forget me altogether, and think of what 
you have to do.’ 

" ' Be without fear, senor. You are nothing to 
me but a gim carriage, and I shall not waste a 
shot.’ 

" I heard the spluttering of a port-fire, and 
smelt the saltpetre of the match. I saw suddenly 
before me a nondescript shape on all fours like a 
beast, but with a man’s head drooping below a 
tubular projection over the nape of the neck, and 
the gleam of a rounded mass of bronze on its 

back. 

" In front of a silent semicircle of men it 
squatted alone with Jorge behind it and a trum¬ 
peter motionless, his trumpet in his hand, by its 
side. 

“ Jorge, bent double, muttered, port-fire in 
hand: ‘ An inch to the left, senor. Too much. So. 
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Now, if you let yourself down a little by letting 
your elbows bend, I will . . 

" He leaped aside, lowering his port-fire, and a 
burst of flame darted out of the muzzle of the gun 
lashed on the man's back. 

" Then Caspar Ruiz lowered himself slowly. 
' Good shot? * he asked, 

''' Full on, senor.’ 

Then load again.* 

“ He lay there before me on his breast under 
the darkly glittering bronze of his monstrous 
burden, such as no love or strength of man had 
ever had to bear in the lamentable history of the 
world. His arms were spread out, and he resem¬ 
bled a prostrate penitent on the moonlit ground. 

" Again I saw him raised to his hands and 
knees, and the men stand away from him, and 
old Jorge stoop, glancing along the gun. 

Left a little. Right an inch. Pot Dios, sciior, 
stop this trembling. Where is your strength ? ’ 

"The old gunner's voice was cracked \vith 
emotion. He stepped aside, and quick as light¬ 
ning brought the spark to the touch-hole. 

" ' Excellent! ’ he cried tearfully; but Caspar 

Ruiz lay for a long time silent, flattened on the 
ground. 

" ' I am tired,' he murmured at last. * Will 
another shot do it ?' 
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“ • Without doubt; said Jorge, bending down 
to his ear. 

“ ‘ Then—load,’ I heard him utter distinctly. 

‘ Trumpeter!' 

‘“lam here, senor, ready for your word.’ 

“ ‘ Blow a blast at this word that shall be 
heard from one end of Chile to the other, he said, 
in an extraordinarily strong voice. ‘ And you 
others stand ready to cut this accursed riata, for 
then will be the time for me to lead you in your 
rush. Now raise me up. and, you, Jorge—be 
quick with your aim.’ 

" The rattle of musketry from the fort nearly 
drowned his voice. The palisade was wreathed in 
smoke and flame. 

“ ‘ Exert your force forward against the recoil. 
vii anto,’ said the old gunner shakily. ‘ Dig your 
lingers into the ground. So. Now!’ 

“ A cry of exultation escaped him after the 
shot. The trumpeter raised his trumpet nearly to 
his lips, and waited. But no word came from the 
prostrate man. I fell on one knee, and heard all 
he had to say then. 

“ ‘ Something broken,’ he whispered, lifting 
his head a little, and turning his eyes towards me 
in his hopelessly crushed attitude. 

“ ‘ The gate hangs only by the splinters,’ yelled 

Jorge. 
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“ Caspar Ruiz tried to speak, but his voice died 
out in his throat, and I helped to roll the gun oft 
his broken back. He was insensible. 

“ I kept my lips shut, of course. The signal for 
the Indians to attack was never given. Instead, 
the bugle-calls of the relieving force, for which my 
ears had thirsted so long, burst out, terrifying 
like the call of the Last Day to our surprised 
enemies. 

** A tornado, senores, a real hurricane of stam¬ 
peded men, wild horses, moimted Indians, swept 
over me as I cowered on the ground by the side 
of Caspar Ruiz, still stretched out on his face in 
the shape of a cross. Peneleo, galloping for life, 
jabbed at me with his long chuso in passing—for 
the sake of old acquaintance, I suppose. How I 
escaped the fl3dng lead is more difficult to explain. 

J^turigg to rise on my knees too soon, some 
soldiers of the 17th Taltal regiment, in their hurry 
to get at something alive, nearly bayonetted me 
on the spot. They looked very disappointed too 
when some officers galloping up drove them away 
with the flat of their swords. 

“ It was General Robles with his staff. He 
wanted badly to make some prisoners. He, too, 
seemed disappointed for a moment. * What ? Is 
it you? * he cried. But he dismounted at once to 
embrace me, for he was an old friend of my 
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family. I pointed to the body at our feet, and 
said only these two words: 

" ' Caspar Ruiz/ 

He threw his arms up in astonishment. 
"‘Aha! Your strong man! Always to the last 
with your strong man. No matter. He saved our 
lives when the earth trembled enough to make the 
bravest faint with fear. I was frightened out of 
my wits. But he—no! Que guafe! Where's the 
hero who got the best of him? Ha! ha! ha! 
What killed him, chico ? ' 

" ‘ His own strength, general/ I answered. 


XII 

" But Caspar Ruiz breathed yet. I had him 
carried in his poncho under the shelter of some 
bushes on the very ridge from which he had been 
gazing so fixedly at the fort while unseen death 
was hovering already over his head. 

" Our troops had bivouacked round the fort. 
Towards daybreak I was not surprised to hear 
that I was designated to command the escort of a 
prisoner who was to be sent down at once to 
Santiago. Of course the prisoner was Caspar 
Ruiz* wife. 
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" ‘ I have named you out of regard for your 
feelings,' Genera] Robles remarked. ‘ Though the 
woman really ought to be shot for all the harm 
she has done to the Repubhc.’ 

" And as I made a movement of shocked pro¬ 
test, he continued : 

Now he is as well as dead, she is of no im¬ 
portance. Nobody will know what to do with 
her. However, the Government wants her.’ He 
shrugged his shoulders. ‘ I suppose he must have 

buried large quantities of his loot in places that 
she alone knows of.’ 

"At dawn I saw her coming up the ridge, 
guarded by two soldiers, and carrying her child 
on her arm. 

** I walked to meet her. 

" ' Is he hving yet ? ’ she asked, confronting me 
with that white, impassive face he used to look 
at in an adoring way. 

I bent my head, and led her round a clump 
of bushes without a word. His eyes were open. 

He breathed with difficulty, and uttered her 
name with a great effort. 

“' Erminial' 

She knelt at his head. The little girl, uncon¬ 
scious of him, and with her big eyes looking about, 
began to chatter suddenly, in a joyous, thin voice. 
She pointed a tiny finger at the rosy glow of 
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sunrise behind the black shapes of the peaks. And 
while that child-talk, incomprehensible and sweet 
to the ear, lasted, those two, the dying man and 
the kneeling woman, remained silent, looking into 
each other’s eyes, listening to the frail sound. 
Then the prattle stopped. The child laid its head 
against its mother’s breast and was still. 

'“It was for you,’ he began. ‘ Forgive.’ His 
voice failed him. Presently I heard a mutter, 
and caught the pitiful words: ' Not strong 
enough.’ 

" She looked at him with an e.xtraordinary 
intensity. He tried to smile, and in a humble 
tone, ‘ Forgive me,’ he repeated. ' Leaving 

you . . .’ 

“ She bent down, dry-eyed, and in a steady 
voice: ‘ On all the earth I have loved nothing 
but you, Caspar,’ she said. 

“ His head made a movement. His eyes re¬ 
vived. ' At last! ’ he sighed out. Then, anxiously, 

‘ But is this true ... is this true ? ’ 

" ‘ As true as that there is no mercy and jus¬ 
tice in this w'orld,’ she answered him passionately. 
She stooped over his face. He tried to raise his 
head, but it fell back, and when she kissed his lips 
he was already dead. His glazed eyes stared at 
the sky, on which pink clouds floated very high. 
But I noticed the eyelids of the child, pressed to 
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its mother’s breast, droop and close slowly. She 
had gone to sleep. 

" Tlie widow of Caspar Ruiz, the strong man, 
allowed me to lead her away without shedding a 
tear. 

“ For travelling we had arranged for her a 
side-saddle very much like a chair, with a board 
swung beneath to rest her feet on. And the first 
day she rode without uttering a word, and hardly 
for one moment turning her eyes away from the 
little girl, whom she held on her knees. At our 
first camp I saw her during the night walking 
about, rocking the child in her arms and gazing 
down at it by the light of the moon. After we had 
started on our second day’s march she asked me 
how soon we should come to the first village of 
the inhabited country. i 

" I said we should be there about noon, 

“‘And will there be women there.’' she in¬ 
quired. 

“ I told her that it was a large village. ' There 
^1 be men and women there, senora,’ I said, 

‘ whose hearts shall be made glad by the news 
that all the unrest and war is over now.’ 

Yes, it is all over now,’ she repeated. Then, 
after a time: ‘ Senor officer, what will your 
Government do with me.’ ’ / 

I do not know, senora,’ I said. ‘ 'They will 
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treat you^w&l, no doubt We republicans are 
not savages, and take no yengeance on women.’ 

"She gave me a look at the word' republicans 
which I imagined full of undying hate. But an 
hour or so afterwards, as we drew up to let the 
baggage mules go first along a narrow path 
skirting a precipice, she looked at me with such a 
white, troubled face that I felt a great pity for 

her. 

" ' Senor officer,' she said, ‘ I am weak, I 
tremble. It is an insensate fear.’ And indeed her 
lips did tremble, while she tried to smile glancing 
at the beginning of the narrow path which was 
not so dangerous after aU. ‘ I am afraid I shaU 
drop the child. Caspar saved your life, you 
remember. . . . Take her from me. 

" I took the child out of her extended arms. 

‘ Shut your eyes, senora, and trust to your mule, 

I recommended. 

" She did so, and \vith her pallor and her 
wasted thin face she looked deathlike. At a turn 
of the path, where a great crag of purple porphyry 
closes the view of the lowlands, I saw her open 
her eyes. I rode just behind her holding the little 
girl with my right arm. ' The child is all right, 

1 cried encouragingly. 

" • Yes,’ she answered faintly; and then, to my 
intense terror, I saw her stand up on the foot- 
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rest, staring horribly, and throw herself forward 
into the chasm on our right. 

“ I cannot describe to you the sudden and 
abject fear that came over me at that dreadful 
sight. It was a dread of the abyss, the dread of 
the crags which seemed to nod upon me. My head 
swam. I pressed the child to my side and sat my 
horse as still as a statue. I was sp)eechless and 
cold all over. Her mule staggered, sidling close 
to the rock, and then went on. My horse only 
pricked up his ears with a shght snort. My heart 
stood still, and from the depths of the precipice 
the stones rattling in the bed of the furious stream 
made me almost insane with their sound. 

" Next moment we were round the turn and on 
a broad and grassy slope. And then I yelled. My 
men came running back to me in great alarm. It 
seems that at first I did nothing but shout, ‘ She 
has given the child into my hands 1 She has given 

the child into my hands! ’ The escort thought I 
had gone mad." 

General Santierra ceased and got up from the 
table. And that is all, senores,” he concluded, 
mth a courteous glance at his rising guests. 

" But what became of the child. General ? " we 
asked. 

" Ah, the child, the child." 

L 
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He walked to one of the windows opening on 
his beautiful garden, the refuge of his old days. 
Its fame was great in the land. Keeping us back 
with a raised arm, he called out, “ Erminia, 
Erminia! " and waited. Then his cautioning arm 
dropped, and we crowded to the windows. 

From a clump of trees a woman had come upon 
the broad walk bordered with flowers. We could 
hear the rustle of her starched petticoats and 
observed the ample spread of her old-fashioned 
black silk skirt. She looked up, and seemg all 
these eyes staring at her, stopped, frowned, 
smiled, shook her finger at the General, who was 
laughing boisterously, and drawing the black lace 
on her head so as to partly conceal her haughty 
profile, passed out of our sight, walking with stiff 
dignity. 

“ You have beheld the guardian angel of the 
old man—and her to whom you owe all that is 
seemly and comfortable in my hospitality. Some¬ 
how, senores, though the flame of love has been 
kindled early in my breast, I have never married. 
And because of that perhaps the sparks of the 
sacred fire are not yet extinct here.” He struck 
his broad chest. ” Still alive, still alive.” he said, 
with serio-comic emphasis. ” But I shall not 
marry now. She is General Santieixa's adopted 
daughter and heiress.” 



CASPAR RUIZ 


163 

One of our fellow-guests, a young naval officer, 
described her afterwards as a " short, stout, old 
girl of forty or thereabouts.” We had all noticed 
that her hair was turning grey, and that she had 
very fine black eyes. 

" And,” General Santierra continued, ” neither 
would she ever hear of marrying any one. A real 
calamity! Good, patient, devoted to the old man. 
A simple soul. But I would not advise any of you 
to ask for her hand, for if she took yours into hers 
it would be only to crush your bones. Ah! she 
does not jest on that subject. And she is the 
own daughter of her father, the strong man who 
perished through his own strength: the strength 
of his body, of his simplicity—of his love! ” 
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Youth was not my first contribution to " Maga " * 
It was the second. But that story marks the first 
appearance in the world of the man Marlow, with 
whom my relations have grown very intimate in 
the course of years. The origins of that gentleman 
(nobody as far as I know had ever hinted that he 
was anything but that)—his origins have been the 
subject of some literary speculation of, I am glad 
to say, a friendly nature. 

One would think that I am the proper person 
to throw a light on the matter; but in truth I find 
that it isn't so easy. It is pleasant to remember 
that nobody had charged him with fraudulent 
purposes or looked down on him as a charlatan; 
but apart from that he was supposed to be all 
sorts of things: a clever screen, a mere device, 
a personator, a familiar spirit, a whispering 
d$mon." I myself have been suspected of a 
meditated plan for his capture. 

That is not so. I made no plans. The man Mar¬ 
low and I came together in the casual manner of 
those health-resort acquaintances which some¬ 
times ripen into friendships. This one has ripened. 

^Blackwood's Magaxim, 
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For all his assertiveness in matters of opinion he 
is not an intrusive p>erson. He haunts my hours 
of solitude, when, in silence, we lay our heads to¬ 
gether in great comfort and harmony; but as we 
part at the end of a tale I am never sure that it 
may not be for the last time. Yet I don t think 
that either of us would care much to survive the 
other. In his case, at any rate, his occupation 
would be gone and he would suffer from that ex¬ 
tinction, because I suspect him of some vanity. I 
don’t mean vanity in the Solomonian sense. Of 
all my people he’s the one that has never been a 
vexation to my spirit. A most discreet, under¬ 
standing man. . . . 

Even before appearing in book form Youth was 
very well received. It lies on me to confess at last, 
and this is as good a place for it as another, that 
I have been all my life—all my two lives the 
spoiled adopted child of Great Britain and even 
of the Empire; for it was Australia that gave me 
my first command. I break out into this declara¬ 
tion not because of a lurking tendency to megalo¬ 
mania, but, on the contrary, as a man who has 
no very notable illusions about hunself. I follow 
the instincts of vainglory and humility natural 
to all mankind. For it can hardly be denied that 
it is not their own deserts that men are most 
proud of, but rather of their prodigious luck, of 
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their marvellous fortune: of that in their lives for 
which thanks and sacrifices must be offered on 
the altars of the inscrutable gods. 

The story Caspar Ruiz is not a piece of per¬ 
sonal experience like Youth. It is truly fiction, by 
which I do not mean that it is merely invented, 
but that it is truly imagined from hints of things 
that have really happened and of people that have 
really existed at that time, in that locality and 
under those special conditions of hfe. It can be 
easily understood that for that sort of work, which 
is of course of a creative (not reminiscent) nature, 
a certain knowledge of the epoch, the outcome of 
reading and mental assimilation, was necessary. 
I need not say that such knowledge as I had was 
used throughout with a scrupulous regard to the 
truth of it. No incident was introduced arbi¬ 
trarily but only as a necessary touch in the general 
picture. In this arrangement consists the art of 
story-telling as distinguished from the style. My 
suggestion for Caspar Ruiz I found in an old book 
of travels published in 1830, both as to his per¬ 
sonal appearance and as to certain facts and 
adventures of his life. The real name of the man 
was Benavides, and he w^as really for a time chief 
of a band of Partisans during the Independence 
War in South America, in the years 1822-24. He 
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did change sides, his wife was betrayed to one of 
his enemies, as in the story, together with his 
little girl, and his character really was audacious, 
ruthless and enterprising. He was really visited 
by the officers of a British man-of-war in reference 
to the release of some captured Englishmen. But 
all this information was contained in less than 
two full pages of the book. I had to imagine the 
motives of actions, the various states of people’s 
minds, and the outward appearance of all the 
persons involved in the tale. Yet no incident or 
trait of character has been introduced for the 
sake of its mere sensational value, but only in 
order to give a true presentation of the feelings, 
perplexities and passions roused in human breasts 
by a sequence of certain events which, in the 
strictest truth, might have happened, and for the 
most part did actually happen, at that time and 
place. 

The episode of the gun fired from the man’s 
back is a reminiscence of my boyhood’s reading. 
Much later in life I heard of it again as an rm- 
doubted fact. I am assured, that, supposing the 
gun to be an old brass four-pounder, taking into 
account the exceptional physique of Caspar Ruiz 
and the use of such a comparatively mild ex¬ 
plosive as the gunpowder of that time, it is not 
impossible. 




(For use in the second, third, or any subsequent 
reading of the foregoing stories.) 


I. YOUTH 

1. Speaking from your own experience, how far do 
you assent to the truth of the first paragraph > 

2. Consider the word-picture contained in the first 
sentence of the second paragraph. 

3. What are mail-boats like at the present day ? 

4. The Author uses words carefully. What is the real 
difference between a story and a chronicle ? 

5. Mark and memorise the sentence, “ Voyages that 
seem ordered for the illustration of life, that might stand 
for a symbol of existence.*' 

6. Consider the portrait of the skipper. Select one or 
two phrases of the description which you think more 
significant than others. Contrast this portrait with that 
of the first mate. Are the “ two grandfathers ** clearly 
distinct? Would you confuse either with Jermyn ? 

7. What kind of opinion have you formed of Marlow's 
own character ? 

8. From the words " They loaded us at last ** to 
" that fool of a steamer smashed " there is a series of 
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pictur^'Which pass with thefipM of a film. Study the 
manner in which this effect is produced. 


9. Draw up a time-table of this voyage to Bankok. 

10. Can you find the phrases which prove that the 
^vriter personifies the sou’-west \nnd ? Read again and 
again the description of the tossing of the ship “ like an 
old candle-box.'* 

11. The paragraph beginning "O youth! The strength 

of it . . Can you think of an appropriate title for 
this passage ? 

12. Can you find a few occasional phrases which pre¬ 
vent the reader from forgetting Marlow's companions ? 

13. What is the refrain of this “chronicle"? 

The answer to this question is not “ Pass the bottle.") 

14. Quote a passage showing how the author per¬ 
sonifies a ship. 

15. Memorise the paragraph, " And for me there was 
also my youth ... Do or die"; also the paragraph, 
"... The sky was a miracle ... sea and sky." 

16. Can you trace the route from Falmouth on a globe 
from the few hints here given > 

17. Study carefully the magnificent description in the 
passage beginning " Next day it was my watch on deck 
... to take the wheel himself "; and the still more 
splendid picture of the departure of the steamer. 

18. What was the effect of aU the troubles upon 
(i) the Captain, (2) Mahon, (3) Marlow, (4) the seamen? 

19. If you were an artist and were asked to illustrate 
that portion of the story which tells of the fire, what 
scene would you select ? 

20. The sinking of the ship is impressive. How would 
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a melodramatic writer have described the last glimpse 
of her “ creed and name " ? 

21. Comment upon the sentence, “ He was a malicious 
old man—and may the deep sea where he sleeps now 
rock him gently, rock him tenderly to the end of time! " 

22. Which sentence on page 56 recalls the fact that 
Marlow is telling a story to several other men ? 

23. Read aloud, and memorise, if you are interested, 
the paragraph, And this is how I see the East . . . 
whispered promise of mysterious delight.” The whole 
of this part of the ” chronicle ” is full of haunting beauty 
and the music of words. 

24. Then upon the magic and romance breaks in— 
what ? What effect has this interruption upon the feeling 
of the story? When does the comic element assert itself 
in a well-constructed play ? 

25. The climax is contained in the paragraph, ” And 
then I saw the men of the East . . . Night — Good¬ 
bye . . . ! ” Read and re-read this glorious passage. 

26. The picture in the polished table recurs at the end 
of the chronicle. The description is worthy of more than 
ordinary attention. 

27. Write down your o^vn frank opinion on the quali¬ 
ties of this chronicle. Beware of the phrases of ordinary 
criticism. Put your opinion in the form of a familiar 
letter to a friend telling him (or her) what you have been 
reading and what you think about it. 

28. What do you consider the most humorous 
touches in the story? 

29. Who (or what) is the hero (or heroine) of this 
story? 
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II. CASPAR RUIZ 

1 Test the truth of the first two sentences in Section 

I. by applying them to the Great War; also of the sen¬ 
tence, As is usual in war, the mass of the people, who 
had the least to gain by the issue, suffered most m their 
obscure persons and their humble fortunes. 

2. Look up Peru in an encyclopedia and date the war 
referred to on page 70. 

3. What is the Author’s opinion of war? 

4. What historical incident is recalled by a portion of 
Section II. ? 

5. Consider the remarks about proverbs in the first 
part of Section V. in connection with the following: 

(а) Honesty is the best policy. 

(б) Wilful waste makes woeful want. 

(c) A stitch in time saves nine. 

Id) Early to bed and early to rise 

Makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise. 

6. Study the grim pictorial quality of the execution 
scene. Is there any sitggestion of connection or sym¬ 
pathy between Nature and the doings of men ? 

7 Apart from the execution scene, what is the most 
striking picture of Section V.-and its most stnkmg 

phrase ? 

8. What is the most telling phrase in the first dcscrip- 
tion of the old Spanish royalist in Section VI. ? 

9. Would you call General Santierra a cynic ? 

10. Select a striking word-picture from_^tion VII. 


V, 


CATECHISM 


173 

11. The story is alternately related and reported. 
What is the effect of the change ? 

12. Consider carefully the deep meaning of the para¬ 
graph, She crushed him with her glance. The power 
of her will to be understood was so strong that it kindled 
in him the intelligence of unexpressed things.” 

13. Can you find a sentence in Section VIII. which 
might have been spoken by Nurse Cavell ? 

14. What do you consider the finest picture of Section 
VIII. ? 

15. Consider the truth of the sentence. ” He had 
snatched a soul for himself out of a cataclysm,” and 
contrast it with the sentence from the beginning of the 
story—” His mind was hardly active enough to take 
a discriminating view of the advantages or perils of 
treachery.” 

16. Can you find t^vo striking words in Section IX. 
which might be used as an alternative title for this 
story ? 

17. Caspar’s appearance is vividly described in a sen¬ 
tence of 29 words in Section IX. Can you find the 
sentence ? 

18. Select from the Scottish doctor’s opinion a sen¬ 
tence which forms a kind of precis of the latter part of 
the story. 

19. Note the short and effective description of the 
upland of Pequeila; another of Peneleo the Indian 
eWef; and a third of Caspar, " gazing—gazing—gazing.” 

20. “ He could not retreat.” Why? 

21. There is a slang English word in one of the sayings 
of Peneleo. Can you discover it ? 
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22. Can you think of any parallel in history or romance 

to the devotion of Caspar Ruir ? 

23. What do you consider the most touching and 
human incident in the death scene ? 

24. Consider the story from the point of view of a 
drama, selecting the most dramatic madents. 





Joseph Conrad Korzeniowski was born in 
Ukrainia, a southern province of Poland, in 1857. 
His father was the son of a Polish squire and a 
man of no mean hterary attainments, and his 
family were deeply concerned in the Polish up¬ 
rising of 1863. From his earliest years the boy 
longed to go to sea and, above all, to become a 
British seaman. When he was twenty he realised 
his ambition; and for the next twenty years he 
spent a roving life, unconsciously (more or less) 
gathering the material which he was destined to 
use in his books which have won for him a place 
among the leaders of modem English literature. 
He dropped somewhat casually into the literary 
life, partly as a result of illness, partly through liis 
friendship with John Galsworthy, whom he met 
while serving on the sailing passenger ship Torrens. 
The fortunes of the MS. of his first book are told 
in his Personal Record. His works are as follows: 

1895. AUnayer's Folly : a story of an Eastern river. 

1896. An Outcast 0/ the Islands : a novel. 

1897. The Rigger of the Narcissus : a talc of the fore¬ 

castle. 

1898. Tales of Unrest. 
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i<)cJ^ord Jim : a tale. 
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1901. T/k /«A<ntorj ; an extravagant story. 

1902. Youth : a narrative; and t^vo other stories (TAe 

Heart of Darkness and The End of the Tether). 

iQO'i. Typhoon^ and Other Stones, ^ 

Roinance : a novel. (Written in con)uncbon with 

Ford H. Madox Hueffer.) 

190^. Nostromo : a tale of the seaboard. 

1906. The Mirror of the Sea : memories and impressions. 

1907. The Secret Agent: a simple tale. 

1908. A Personal Record, (Appeared onginally as 

Some Reminisunces.) 

A Set of Six : tales. 

1911. Under WesUrn Eyes. 

IQ12. 'Twixt Land and Sea: tales. {A Smile of For- 
^ tune. The Secret Sharer, and Freya of the Seven 

Isles.) 

1913. Chance : a tale in two parts. 

1915. Within the Tides : talcs. (The Planter of Malata 
^ ^ The Partner, The Inn of the Two Witches, and 
Because of the Dollars.) 

Victory : an island tale. 

1917. The Shadow Line : a confession. 

1919. The Arrow of Gold : a story bebveen two notes. 

1920. The Rescue. 

4' (.'♦ V ^ 

Joseph Conrad : a study by Richard Curie (*‘ Studies of 
Living Writers”). 

Joseph Conrad : by Hugh S. Walpole (” Wnters of the 
Day”). 

Wisdom and Beauty from Conrad: selected and arranged 
by M. Harriet M. Capes. 
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THE FIRST FIFTY-ONE VOLUMES 

OF THE 

KINGS TREASURIES 


1. SESAME AND LILIES. By John Ruskin. With Por¬ 

trait of the Author. Edited by Sybil Wraggc, Modern 
Language Tripos, Cambridge, Lecturer at the Arm¬ 
strong College, Newcasile-on-Tyne. 192 pp. is. 6d. net. 

With short Introduction and footnotes, and a Commentary 
dealing simply with the Life and Personality of Ruskin, his Style 
of Writing in this particular book, his other works and suggestions 
for studying them; containing also a short bibliography and a set 
of interesting questions with literary exercises. 

2. THE LORE OF THE WANDERER. An Anthology 

of the Open Air. With Portrait of R. L. Stevenson. 
Compiled by George Goodchild and Edited for 
. Schools by F. W, Tickner, D.Lit., B.Sc., sometime 
Lecturer at Islington Training College. 256 pp. 
IS. 9d. net. 

Containing Essays by R. L. Stevenson (56 pp.), William Hazlitt, 
John Ruskin, Francis Bacon, J. A. Symonds, Edward Thomas, 
Walter Raymond, Richard Jefferies {The Pageant of Summer), 
Miss Mitford, H. D. Tboreau and Alan Sullivan. With short 
footnotes and a Commentary dealing with Nature Writing in 
English Literature and the Authors of the Essays in the l^k, 
followed by a set of suggestive questions, and a number of carefully 
selected themes for composition. 

3. MODERN POETRY. With Portrait of Rupert Brooke. 

Edited by Guy N. Pocock, M.A., Royal Naval College, 
Dartmouth, Late Head of the English Department, 
Cheltenham College. 192 pp. is. gd. net. Second 
Impression. 

Containing poems by Alfred Noyes, Rudyard Kipling, Rupert 
Brooke, John Maseheld, R. L. Stevenson, W. E. Healey, 
Sir H. Ncwbolt, Robert Bridges, W. B. Yeats, John Davidson, 
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W. S. Blunt, Rilph Hodgson, Walt Whitman, Thomas ^y, Julian 
Grenfell, John Drinkwaicr, Walter de U Mare, Francis Thomf^n, 
Siegfried Sassoon, E. V. Lucas, etc. Divided into sections acwrdmg 
to subject, each prefaced by a short and helpful Inuoduciion. 
No notes or exercises are given, but the book contains a scciwn of 
blank leaves for insertion of additional poems at the student s 

pleasure. 

4. THE TRAGEDY OF KING RICHARD 11 . By 

William Shakespeare. With Portrait of Richard II. 
Edited by Richard Wilson, D.Litt., author of Lingua 
Matema, etc. 192 pp. is. 9^. net. 

With short Introduction and footnotes and a Commwury 
dealing with the Story of the Play, the Idea of the Play, the Char¬ 
acters, and the Writer; numerous exercises and quesUons of a 
literary character and an Acting Appendix byH. B. Browne, M.A., 
containing hints on scenery and costumes. Thtf „ y/* 

selected by Sir Henry Newbolt in his New Study of Engluh Poetry 
to show how to make the best approach to Shaktspearce 

• 

5. TALES FROM TOLSTOY. Selected TransUtions from 

the Parables and Tales, With Portrait of the Author. 
192 pp. IS. 6d. net. 

Containing a short Introduction, eight stories of varying length, 
a Memoir of the Author and a supplementary chapter enUllcd 
Thoughts and Questions after Reading the Stones ; the book 
forming the best possible introduction to this writer. 


6. PROSE AND POETRY. From the works of Sir Henry 
Newbolt, selected by the Author. With a Portrait 
of Sir Henry Newbolt. 256 pp. is. gd. net. 


This is a charming and interesting coUection, contaimng selected 
poems from the various volumes of verse, and prose passages dealing 
Wah a multinide of subjects which appw to 
dcscriptions of Oxford and the life of the Umvereity: ^ys on 
literary subjects, including Froissart, Chaucer, and Shak«peart, 
incidents of warfare at various periods, including reewt submaMe 
bghting; a set of " Songs of the Fleet" ; and an Essay on The 
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English Gentleman. The whole book is suffused with the spirit 
S animates poems like Cli/lon Chapel, and wUl form an mvalu- 
ahle means of raising and mainUinmg tone in any sch<»l 
without exhortation or parade. The best 

of view has never been so well expressed m a book prepared for 
school use. 

7 « ALPHA OF THE PLOUGH." Selected Essays from 
Pebbles on the Shore and Leaves in the Wind. With a 
Portrait of the Author. Plain text only, but with an 
Epilogue by S. E. Maltby, M.A., dealing in a more or 
less playful manner with mattcR of style and contents. 

128 pp. IS. 9d. net. 

Containing twenty-one Essays from the a^vc well-known 
which have been found highly suitable for school and home reading. 
The papers deal with questions of tc^y m a genUy humorous 
literal ^le which is wholly delightful, as refreshing as it is high- 

toned and suggestive. 

8. YOUTH, and CASPAR RUIZ. By Joseph Conpad. 
With Portrait of the Author. 192 pp. is. 9 ^- nef- 

The former story is a record of Man's s^ggle with Nature and 
Fate, and is one of the most bracing and stimuUtmg rewds m our 
laneuaee, specially suitable for reading by young prople. pic second 
Sc^fakm from A Set of Six, and deals with hie m South ^^^ca* 
It is as strong and strenuous as Youth, and the two 
exhibit Joseph Conrad at his best. At the end of the book there is 
an inteim^g " Conrad Catechism " which has been approved by 

the author. 


9. ESSAY ON CLIVE. By Lord Macaulay. With Portrait 
of the Author. Edited by Richard Wilson, D.Litt. 
192 pp. IS. pd. net. 

With a short Introduction dealing with the book whidi wcasionrf 
the review, and an outline account of the British in India; f^t- 
notes to Ae text, which is divided into sections; and a Commentary 
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coQUining an analysis of the Essay, Biography of Macaulay and 
study of his style, with exercises and questions on the Essay and 
the Author. 

ADVENTURES OF ODYSSEUS. Retold from 
Homer in English prose by F. S. Marvin, R. J. G. 
Mayor, and F. M. Stawell. With Portrait of Homer. 
Fully illustrated from drawings made from Greek 
vases. 224 PP* 9 ^* 

With a simple Introduction, a complete Pronouncing Index of 
Proper Names and an Epilogue dealing with the stories told about 
Homer and Homeric poetry. This version is already in use in many 
large schools and has been acknowledged to come nearer to the 
original Homeric poems in style and atmosphere than any other 
** re-telling " in English prose. The Illustrations help greatly in 
re-creaung the environment of the Odyssty, from which the tale of 
the wanderings is directly drawn. 


II. THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE. By 
Michael Faraday. Edited by W. R. Fielding, M.A. 
With Portrait of Faraday. Fully Illustrated with simple 
Diagrams. Biographical Preface by Professor J. Arthur 
Thomson, Marischal College, Aberdeen. i6o pp. 
IS. 6d. net. 

This book has been written from the notes taken by Sir William 
Crookes at Faraday’s Lectures in the Royal Institution. The volume 
is one of the classics of science, but htf for a long time been un¬ 
obtainable for school use. Mr. W. R. Fielding has arranged the 
matter in sections according to each subject, and made it there¬ 
fore more easily accessible to the young student. He has also 
added some fresh illustrations. 


12. FORM-ROOM PLAYS—JUNIOR BOOK. Compiled 
from English Literature by Evelyn Smith, High School 
for Girls, Glasgow. With Portrait of Chaucer. 256 pp. 
IS. 9d. net. 

Containing the following pieces dramatised from the original 
sources, with full stage and costume directions:—The Swineherd 
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(Hans Andersen); The Parliament of Foulcs (Chaucer); Thor's 
Hammer (Norse Folk Lore); The Death of Balder (Norse Folk 
Lore); The Travelling Companion (Hans Andersen); The Cock 
and the Fox (Chaucer); The Christmas Carol (Charles Dickens); 
The Perfect Holiday (L. M, Alcott’s Little Women ); Alice in Wonder¬ 
land (Lewis Carroll); Circe's Palace (Hawthorne's Tanglewood 
Tales); Robin Hood (Old English Ballad); The Lady of the Lake 
(Sir Walter Scott); A Midsummer Night's Dream (William Shake¬ 
speare). These plays are planned to require the minimum of stage 
properties and costumes. Teachers who do not wish to act the 
plays will find the book excellent for use as a literary reader of 
an entirely new and fascinating type. 


13. A SHAKESPEARE PROGRESS. An Anthology from 
the Works of the Poet. With Portrait of Shakespeare. 
Compiled by J. M. Dent. 320 pp. is. gd. net. 

This book has a double aim. It endeavours to group together 
some of the most interesting and inspiring scenes from the plays, 
but it also attempts by a chronological arrangement to show the 
progress and development of the poet's method of writing. The 
latter arrangement is, however, not obtruded, and the book can be 
used as an introduction to the works of the poet by middle forms 
and upper standards. As a starting-point for the study of the plays 
in Continuation Schools the volume is unequalled, and many of 
the extracts can be used for school acting. 


14. A WONDER-BOOK FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. By 
Nathaniel Hawthorne. With Portrait of Hawthorne. 
Edited by E. M. Wilmot Buxton, author of *l^akers oj 
Europe, etc., etc. 256 pp. is. 6d. net. 


This book contains the stories of The Gorgon's Held; The CJoIden 
Touch; The Paradise of Children; The Three Golden Apples; The 
Miraculous Pitcher; and The Chimsra. With simple explanitory 
footnotes, a Commentary containing Exercises and an Essay on 
hero-stories. There are also hints for further reading, a Life of 
the Author and a Pronouncing Index of Proper Names. 



6 KINGS TREASURIES 

15. BEE: PRINCESS OF THE DWARFS. By Anatole 
France. Translated by Peter Wright. With Portrait 
of the Author. Line decorations by Charles Robinson. 
160 pp. IS. 6d. net. 

This book is planned for pure enjoyment. There arc no foot¬ 
notes, but at the end of the volume there is a more or less playful 
Epilogue designed to lead the reader to think over and estimate 
the story, the character-drawing and the ideas as well as the lan¬ 
guage. This is followed for purposes of literary comparison by the 
story entitled *' TTie Sorrows of Dcmetcr/' by Sir G. W. Cox ; the 
poem ** Persephone,'* by Jean Ingelow; and the tale of '* The 
King of the Golden Mounuin," by Grimm. 


16. PARADISE LOST (Abridged). By John Milton. 
With Portrait of the Author. Edited by David C. 
Somervell, M.A., Tonbridge School, late of Repton 
School; joint author of The School and the World* 
192 pp. IS. gd. net. 

Containing the whole of Books I. and II., and selccuons from the 
later Books. With short Introduction, footnotes. Analytical Com¬ 
mentary of a very unconventiorul and suggestive character. 

itT^VBRGREEN STORIES. By W. M. L. Hutchinson. 
Author of The Golden Porch, The Muses' Pageant, etc. 
With Portrait of Euripides. 192 pp. is. gd. net. 

Containing The Story of Alcestis; The Strange Adventures of 
King Midas; The Real Helen; Cupid and Psyche; and The Vision 
of Er. 

The object of the set of books of which this volume is the first 
is to prepare for the study of standard poetry by filling the pupil's 
mind with a selection of stories from the earlier classics, a know¬ 
ledge of which will obviate the reference to a curt footnote which 
** explains ” an allusion to something which ought to be as familiar 
to the reader as it was to the Author. The practical object of the 
stories is not evident in the books themselves, which, so far as the 
pupil is concerned, are story-books of the most attractive kind. 
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18. THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. By Sir 

Walter Scott. With Portrait of the Author and a 
Map of the Border. Edited by H. J. Findlay, M.A., 
George Watson's College, Edinburgh. 192 pp. 
IS. 6d. net. 

Containing a short Introduction dealing with the old gleemen, 
simple footnotes explaining the story, and a Commentary dealing 
with Scott as a writer of poetry and prose, followed by a carefully 
devised set of literary exercises, designed to test the pupil's appre¬ 
ciation of the text as pure literature. 

19. LAMB AND SHAKESPEARE. Selections from the 

Tales and the Plays. With Portrait of Mary Lamb. 
256 pp. IS. 6d. net. 

Containing the following eight tales—The Tempest; A Mid¬ 
summer Night’s Dream ; As You Like It; The Merchant of Venice ; 
King Lear; Macbeth; Twelfth Night; and Hamlet; each followed 
by appropriate extracts from the Plays. With a short Memoir of 
Charles and Mary Lamb, a short Life of Shakespeare and a set of 
literary exercises on the stones. 

20. THE DE COVERLEY PAPERS. Selcaed from The 

Spectator, With Portrait of Addison. Edited by Joseph 
Meek, MA., University College School, ^Eiampstead. 
128 pp. IS. 6d. net. 

These papers by both Addison and Steele are designed to present 
a fuU-length portrait of Sir Roger de Coverley, and the editing aims 
at drawing out the humane rather than the purely literary qualities 

of the Essay?. The notes are short and to the point. 

/ 

from ANDERSEN. With a Portrait of the 
Author. Edited by Reed Moorhouse. 256 pp. 

IS. 6d. net. 

This volume contains : The Mermaid; The Wild Swans; The 
Nightingale; The Tinder Box; The Ugly Duckling; The Garden 
of Parad^; and thirteen other tales. 

There is a more or less playful Memoir of the Author, and a 
complete set of literary exercises. 
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TWO CITIES. By Charles Dickens. 
With Portrait of the Author. Edited 
by Grace Todhuntcr, B.A. 384 pp. is. gd. net. 

A few notes and comments are provided as unobtrtisivcly as 
possible, while there is also a Memoir of the Author and an 
appreciation of his work as historical novelist. A few questions 
and exercises are added. 

BOOK OF SAINTS (Selections). By 

William Canton. Portrait of the Author. Illustrated 

by T. H. Robinson. 128 pp. is.6d.net. 

This volume contains the following seven stories ;—The Song of 
the Minster; The Ancient Gods Pursuing; The Hermit of the 
Pillar ; Kcnach's Little Woman ; The Sin of the Prince Bishop ; 
The Story of the Lost Brother; and Countess Ilha. These delight¬ 
ful talcs arc of the highest literary, historical, and moral value. 

24. THE HEROES. By Charles Kingsley. Edited by 

E. M. Wilmot Buxton. 224 pp. is. 6d. net. 

This edition is complete, conuining the talcs of Perseus, The 
Argonauts, and Theseus. Footnotes are provided and a useful 
Commentary containing a Life of Kingsley, Exercises, and a 
Pronouncing Index of Proper Names. 

25. BLACK BEAUTY. The Autobiography of a Horse. 

By Anna Sewell, With Portrait of the Author. 
288 pp. IS. 6d. net. 

This famous children's classic is entirely unabridged and illus¬ 
trated with fascinating pictures by Lucy K^p-Welch, the 
famous animal artist. There is nothing in the nature of editorial 
matter which suggests a task, but there is a Note on the Author 
and a short Commentary at the end. 

26. UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By Thomas 

Hardy. With Portrait of the Author, 256 pp. is. qd. 
net. 

This Edition has been printed from the latest text and is entirely 
unabridged. There is no masterpiece of English fiction more 
suitable for school reading and careful, detailed study. 
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27. SOME ANIMAL STORIES. By Charles G, D. 

Roberts. With Portrait of the Author. 128 pp. 

IS. gd. net. 

Cwtaining eleven fascinating and thrilling stories of wild animals 
S surroundings, viz.: ‘'Do Seek their Meat from 

'c 'V “Strayed"; " The Watchers 

m the Swamp ; "Quills the Indifferent"; " Stripes the Un¬ 
concerned "; " The Black Mule of Aveluy "; " Star-Nose of 
the Under Ways "; Kroof, the She-Bear "; " The Imtiation of 

^ Marauder." Mr. W. H. Hudson 

writes: There are now several writers on animals who are not 

e^Uy naturalists, nor yet mere ficuonists, but who, to a con¬ 
siderable knowledge of animal psychology and extraordinary 
sympathy with all wildness, um’tc an imaginative insight which 
reveals to them much of the inner, the mind-life of brutes. No 
doubt, the greatest of these is Charles Roberts, the Canadian." 

28. THE SONG OF HIAWATHA. By H. W. Long- 

FEi^w. With a Portrait of Longfellow. Edited by 
Edith Kimpton, M.A., author of The Story Thread, 
Book Ways, etc. 192 pp. is. 6d. net. 

Containing a short Introduction on Red Indian Life, brief 
expiatory footnotes on points which might obscure the ^t 
readmg of the poem for its story, and a Commentary designed to 
t^ the ^d to question itself on the subject-matter and ideas of 
the work, includmg also a simple Biography of Longfellow, intended 

to lead the pupil to take an interest in his personality and to read 
more of his poems* 

29 - THE TRAGEDY OF CORIOLANUS. By William 
Shakespeare, Edited by George Green, M.A., 
Charterhouse. 192 pp. is. gd. net. 

This ediuon is planned on similar lines to Richard II,, Julias 
Cxsar and Henry V. in this scries, and contains an Acting Appendix. 

30. LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME, By Lord Macaulay. 
With four excellent Maps. Edited by A. E. Roberts* 
MA., joint author of The Teaching of English, Verse 
Composition, etc. 192 pp. is. 6d. net. 
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Conuining Horatius; The Prophecy of Capys; Virginia; The 
BatUc of Lake Regains; The Armada; and Ivry. With Introduc¬ 
tion, short footnotes, and Commentary, containing Biography, and 
Essay on Macaulay as Poet, as well as a complete set of literary 
exercises, including a number on verse composition, and a set of 
stories from Livy. 


31. LONDON IN LITERATURE. An Anthology of Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait of Samuel Pepys. Edited by 
A. H. Headley. a88 pp. is. gd. net. 


Containing a large number of passages, each more or less self- 
contained, dealing with or referring to London, beginning with 
extracts from some of the earliest chronicles and ending with 
passages from present-day writers. With short Introduction, 
footnotes, literary exercises and index of persons and pbccs. 


32. A CHRISTMAS CAROL. By Charles Dickens. 
With Portrait of the Author, and Twelve Illustrations 
by C. E. Brock. 224 pp. ts. 6d. net. 

The complete story, with a suggestive nmning Commentary 
designed to help the pupU to estimate its qualities of head and 
heart, and a Biography of Dickens, suitable for younger readers; 
also a simple essay on the use of the story for school actmg or 
private tl^tricals. 

qa'^JraE WRECK OF THE " GOLDEN MARY " AND 
OTHER SHORT STORIES. By Charles Dickens. 
With Portrait of the Author. 256 PP. is. qd. net. 

Containing, besides the title story, Richard Dou^^ck, from 
The Seven Poor Travellers ; The Perils of Certain EngBSh^jsony; 
The HoUy-Tree Inn; The Child's Story; SchTOlboy’^6^; 
and Nobody’s Story. These ules have been collected to show 
Dickens’ power as a writer of short stories. Exercises ^d quesUoM 
arc added, devised to train the pupil’s judgment, as well as a Nwmoir 
of the Author and advice on the reading of his better kno>TO books. 
This book and A Christmas Carol make the best possible Approach 

to Dickens.” 
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54. CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskell. With Portrait of the 
Author. Edited by Norman Hcpple, MA., M.Litt., 
English Master at Gateshead Secondary School, author 
of Lyric Poetry. 288 pp. is. gd, net. 

Containing short Introduction, a few footnotes, and a Commentary 
dealing with the Author's personality and work, as well as the scene 
of the story, and including a set of quesuons and literary exercises. 
The Editor has aimed at making the most of the book from a cul* 
tural standpoint without spoiling it with too much comment. 

35. UNTO THIS LAST. By John Ruskin. With Portrait. 
Edited by Susan Cunnington, 192 pp. is. gd. net. 

Ruskin has declared very definitely that this book, together with 
Sesame and Lilies, contains the chief truths which he endeavoured 
throughout his life to display, and which at the end of his career 
he was chiefiy thankful to have learnt and taught. The Editor h^ 
dealt with the text from the point of view of modem economics, 
and the book will provide excellent material, not only for Literary 
study, but also for school debates and private study by social 
workers. 


36. SELECTIONS FROM BURNS. With a Portrait of 
the Poet. Edited by J. Hunter Craig, MA. iga pp. 

IS. 6d. net. 


Containing the most suitable verses for school and home r^dingf 
and a selection from Burns's letters and Commonplace Book as well 
as his Autobiography. With Glossary and a short CommenUry, 
containing a Memoir of the Poet and helps to the study of his style 
and language. 


3VWIE STORY OF THE " ILIAD." Retold from Homer 
by F, S. Marvin, R. J. G. Mayor, and F. M. Stawell. 
With Llustrations from Greek vases. With Portrait 
of Achilles. 224 pp. is. gd. net. 


This volume is uniform with The Adventures of Odysseai {Su 
No. 10 above) in style and contents. The two books together give 
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the English-speaking pupil the best of Homer in the most con¬ 
venient form, and will help greatly in preparing the pupil for the 
intelligent reading of those English poets who make continual 
references to classical myths and legends. 

j.ir'fw PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. Slightly abridged from 
Pan 1 . of the Allegory by John Bunyan. Edited by the 
late Margaret A. Gilhland, M.A., Fellow of University 
College, London. Illustrated. 192 pp, is. gd. net. 

This edition, the last piece of literary work from the pen of a 
distinguished and much regretted educationist, has been specially 
prepared for those teachers who hesitate to use Bunyan's great 
work because of its theology, and who yet wish to introduce their 
pupils to the great Allegory as a story of adventure. Mis Gilliland 
added a few notes and an interesting Memoir of the Author, as 
well as a set of questions. 

39. HENRY V. By William Shakespeare. With Portrait 

of Henry V. Edited by F. W. Tickner, D.Lit., B.Sc. 
With Acting Appendix by H. B. Browne, M.A, 224 pp. 

IS. gd. net. 

Tlie Editor treats the text on the same lines as Richard //. ( 5 ee 
No. 4 above), and his method of dealing with the play has t^en 
tested in class work with boys of middle forms. This volume is 
also specially suitable for work in Adult Schools and Working 
Men's I^K^^mtes, of which the Editor has had a wide experience. 

40. SELECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH. For older 

Pupils and Adult Schools. With Portrait of the 
Author. Edited by D. C. Somervell, M.A., Assistant 
Master at Tonbridge School, late of Repton School, 
Derby. 256 pp. is. gd. net. 

The selections arc arranged to help the student to trace the growth 
and development of the poet’s mind and art. The best of the shorter 
pieces are included, as well as biographical portions of the longer 
poems. The notes arc succinct and distinctly helpful, while the 
Commentary is highly suggestive and unconventional. 
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41. SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON. With Pot, 

of the Poet. Edited by J. H. Jagger, M.A., D.Liti. 
256 pp. IS. gd. net. 

The pieces selected include the best of the Shortec. Poerm : 
Enoch Arden; Geraint and Enid; and Stanzas from “.In 
Memoriam." The Editor's Notes and Commentary show the prac¬ 
tised teacher, and with the preliminary chapter arc designed to 
make the book an introduction to poetry generally, as well as to 
the work of Tennyson. 

42. LAMB S ESSAYS. A Selection. With Portrait of the 

Author. Edited by Athclstan Ridgway, LL.B. 256 pp. 
IS. 9d. net. 

Containing the following EssaysThe South-Sea House; 
Oxford in Vacation; Christ's Hospital Five-and-Thirty Years 
^0; All Fools' Day; My ReUtions; Mackery End in Hcn- 
fordshirc; Modem Gallantry; The Old Benchers of the Inner 
Temple; Grace before Meat; Dream-Children, A Reverie; The 
Praise of Chimney-Sweepers; A Disseruuon Upon Roast Pig; 
The Old Margate Hoy; Captain Jackson; The Superannuated 
BwbaraS-; Newspapers Tliirty-Five Years Ago; Old 

Ouiu; Confessions of a Drunkard; and the Poems : Hester and 
Old Familiar Faces. 

This selection is designed to introduce older pupils and adult 
students to Lamb s work. The Notes and Commentary are succinct 
and suggesuVe, and there is a Memoir of the Author, tracing the 
connccuon between Lamb's own life and the subject matter of his 
senu-biographical Essays. 

43. THE TRAGEDY OF JULIUS CAESAR. By William 

Shakespeare. With Portrait of Czsar. Edited by E.F. 
Horsley, MA., Bradford Grammar School, With an 
Acting Appendix by Evelyn Smith, Glasgow High 
School for Girls. 192 pp. is. 9d. net. 

^ited on similar lines to Richard //. and Henry V. (See pages a 
12)12iid^ like those two volumes^ the product of sctiul experience 
m teaching. The Acting Appendix is the work of a teacher who has 
made a special study of form-room plays (See No. la). 
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44. MACAULAY'S HISTORY. CHAPTER III. With 
Portrait of King James 11 . Edited by S. A. Williams, 
M.A. (Lond.). 192 pp. xs. pd. net. 

This Chapter forms the best possible description of English life 
of the ** lime when the crown passed from Charles II, to his brother." 
It forms a complete unity in itself, and deals with Population, 
Army, Navy, Civil Government, Agriculture, Minerals, Town and 
Country Life, the Court, Cofifee Houses, Roads and Travelling, 
Stage Coaches, Highwaymen, the Post Office, Newspapers, News¬ 
letters, Supply of Books, Education of Ladies and Gentlemen, 
Science, Fine Arts, the Common People, Labour, Capital, Pau¬ 
perism and the " Delusion which leads Men to overrate the 
Happiness of Preceding Generations." The Notes and Commentary 
are of the same character as in other books of the series, and a 
number of helpful diagrams are included. 


45. STOfiteS FROM HISTORY (Henry HI. to Edward 


IV.). Edited by Nannie Niemeyer. With Portrait 
of De Montfort. 192 pp. is. 9d. net. 


This book contains extracts from interesting historical sources 
from the time of Simon de Montfort to that of Edward IV., 
including a number of letters from the correspondence of the 
family of Richard Cely, who was a London merchant trading with 
the Low Countries during the Wars of the Roses. These Cely 
Letters rival the Paston Letters in deep human interest. 


46. BIRDS IN A VILLAGE. By W. H. Hudson. With 
Portrait of the Author. 192 pp. is. 9d. net. 

A series of delightful Nature Essays, recounting the naturalist's 
experiences in a village not far from London, and introducing a 
large number of our well-known birds. The Essays are of an inti¬ 
mate personal character of the greatest literary value, while the 
Author's method of observation will be keenly appreciated and 
can be imitated more or less closely by all Nature-lovers. The 
book contains a set of questions, and reprints of several poems 
mentioned in the Essays. 
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47. THE STORY OF A SHORT LIFE, and JACKA¬ 

NAPES. By Mrs. J. H. Ewing. With Portrait of the 
Author. 224 PP* IS. gd. net. 

These two charming stories provide excellent material for literary 
comparison and contrast, apart from their intrinsic interest and 
cultural value. The book also contains a short chapter by Mrs. 
C. W. Kimmins, founder of the Guild of Brave Poor Things,” 
as well as a chapter on the life of Mrs. Ewing and her family. 

48. SELECTED ENGLISH ESSAYS. With Portrait of 

Steele. Selected and Edited by George G. Loane, 
M.A., St. Paul's School, author of Diaconus, etc. 
256 pp. IS. 9d. net. 

The Authors represented in this collecuon arc Bacon, Cowley, 
Stwic, Addison, Johnson, Goldsmith, Lamb, Hazlitt, De Quincey, 
Leigh Hunt, R. L. Stevenson, Augustine Birrell, Edmund Gosse, 
Austin Dobson, G. K. Chesterton, and W. B. Yeats. There arc 
useful footnotes, short Biographies of the various Essayists, and a 
set of literary exercises. 

49. SELECTED ENGLISH LETTERS. With Portrait of 

Dorothy Osborne. Edited by John Wishart, MJ\. 
256 pp. IS. gd. net. 

Contains letters by Agnes Paston, James Howell, Sir John 
Suckling, Dorothy Osborne, Dean Swift, Joseph Addison, Richard 
Steele, Lady Mary Montague, the Earl of Chesterfield, Dr. Samuel 
Johnson, Thomas Gray, Horace Walpole, Oliver Goldsmith, 
William Cowper, Lord Jeffrey, Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Lord 
Byron, P. B. Shelley, John Keats, Thomas Hood, Lord Macaulay, 
Edward FiuGerald, W. M. Thackeray, Charles Dickens, Uwis 
Carroll, and R. L. Stevenson. With short Introducuon on the 
Letter in English Literature, exercises and questions, and a useful 
bibliography. 

50. STORIES FROM LE MORTE D'ARTHUR and the 

Mabinogion. By Beatrice Clay. 192 pp. 1s.9d.net. 

This book contains the full story of Arthur and the Round 
T^lc told simply after the style of the originals. There is a 
b^pful Epilogue on the origin of the tales. 




51. THE ANCIENT MARINER AND OTHER POEMS. 
By S, T. Coleridge. With Portrait of the Poet 
and reproductions of eight of the famous cartoons of 
David Scott, F.S.A. Edited by W. B. Henderson, 
f 192 pp. IS. 9d. net. 

This volume contains the title poem, Christabcl, Kubla Khan, 
and several shorter pieces, as well as selections from the prose 
works, and prose extracts descriptive of Coleridge by Hazlitt and 
Dc Quinccy. There is also a Memoir of the Author and a set 
of literary exercises. 
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Patrick to Dunstan 
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61. Readings from Borrow 
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71. Robinson Crusoe, Part I. 

72. Parables from Nature 

73. Story of Jesus Christ 

74. Marmion 

75. Selecuons from Browning 

76. Twelfth Night 

77. Prose for Precis 

78. As You Like It 

79. Midsummer Night’s Dream 

80. Modem Prose 

81. Fort Amity ("Q”) 

82. Junior Modern Poetry 

83. Talcs of Travel 
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85. Bible Anthology 
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87. Rip van Winkle and Other 

Stories 

88. Naturalism in English Poetry 
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